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Bullets and Bluebonnets 


by NotEvenCloseToStraight 


Summary 


Back in the Lassos and Lilies Verse: 


Omega!Peter works the whorehouse in Wolf Canyon. He likes his boots tall, his skirts short 
and his Alphas big, bad and brutal. He's no blushing virgin, no sweetly fainting Omega, and 
when Wade Wilson comes to town Peter refuses to shy away from the danger. 


Alpha! Wade is less of a bounty hunter and more of a killer for hire. He wears his leather 
black, a gun on each side and swords crossed behind his back. He takes payment in coin or 
jewelry, never stays longer than over night, and loves exactly one person in the entire 
world-- 


—and when that one person is taken by the Alpha’s enemies, Wade unleashes everything 
animal about himself to track them down and get his Omega back. 


The Wild West is a dangerous place but Wade and Peter are a dangerous pair and nothing 
is going to stand in the way of their Happily Ever After. 


Notes 


Welcome back to the LAL Verse! 

Please note, if you are not familiar with the LAL verse Peter and Wade, they will feel 
probably feel entirely OOC until you get immersed in the story. This is a different dynamic 
than I've ever written for Omegaverse Spideypool and while I'm definitely looking forward 
to it, I also understand if it's not anyone's *cup of tea*. Peter is a whore, Wade is a bounty 
hunter, things will get smutty and bloody and sometimes both at the same time (holla!) 


General TW: This chapter opens with Peter *working* with a john. It's not Rated E but just 
a heads up all the same. 


Otherwise, YEE HAW 


Peter 


Wolf Canyon 
Madame Vanessa’s Whorehouse 
Two Years Previous 


Peter barely resisted rolling his eyes when the Alpha crowded him up against the wall and growled 
something unintelligible into his ear. He was no doubt trying to be arousing, no doubt trying to 
elicit a response from the Omega and perhaps for another Omega the growl might have worked. 
For another Omega the whiskey roughened rumble and breathless compliments and greedy 
grasping might have been flattering or at least mildly interesting. 


For any other Omega, the Alpha might have even been passably attractive but tonight and honestly, 
on most nights, Peter was not that Omega. 


Tonight, Peter had already taken six johns upstairs and not a single one had managed to make him 
even slightly wet or keep his focus for longer than it took for Peter to pocket their coin. He’d 
giggled and purred and trilled at them sweet, counted the money and held hands up the steps to his 
room but the moment the door closed and the bought-and-paid for time started, the Omega closed 
his eyes and mentally escaped. 


This particular client would only last about thirteen minutes total, no matter his hubris in paying 
for an entire hour. Peter had been here and done this several times with the ranchhand and he had 
the entire event memorized. 


A push up against the wall, too many growls and the unfortunately suffocating stench of alcohol on 
the Alpha’s breath. A litany of dirty talk that would make even Madame Vanessa blush. A rough 
thrust without any attempt to make Peter slick, starting out slow and then eventually faster until the 
brute was jackhammering between Peter’s legs and convinced that every noise Peter made was in 
fact, pure ecstasy and not simply rehearsed and let slip at the appropriate, predictably moment. 


As far as work went, this client wasn’t too difficult to handle and neither was he overly time 
consuming so Peter assumed the same preferred position the Alpha always manhandled him into, 
tried not to roll his eyes at yet another beer soaked growl and disappeared into his head to think for 
the next ten or so minutes. 


Eva was in a bad mood tonight, though her usual mood was ever only slightly better than 
glowering. She wasn’t a whore like the rest that lived with Madame Vanessa but it seemed the 
regular johns and potential future clients wandering in and out of the tavern below didn’t bother 
noticing Eva’s entirely buttoned up wardrobe or the lack of collar at her throat or the way she 
growled if they wandered too close. Tonight like so many other nights, a cowboy had gotten too 
friendly and Eva had damn near broken his hand when he’d tried to touch. 


Madame Vanessa had come running to quiet the john’s shouting, Happy had conspicuously placed 
his bulk between Eva and any potential trouble and in the end the cowboy had been tossed out 
courtesy of Sheriff Sam Wilson when the shouting turned to threats and Eva’s fingers had twitched 
towards the pistol she kept strapped to-- 


“S’that good Omega?” the Alpha drawled and Peter arched his back, sighed theatrically then 
obediently tightened enough to make the Alpha gasp...and went right back to his thoughts. 


The pile of money beneath his mattress was steadily growing and after tonight Peter would have 
enough for a ticket out of Wolf Canyon and at least a month in a boarding house back East till he 
could get settled with a new, hopefully different, job and move on with his life. Madame Vanessa 
didn’t want him to go and Peter hadn’t honestly made up his mind whether or not to get yet, but he 
still wanted an escape plan regardless. 


Life in Wolf Canyon was shit for everyone, the cowboys working for Alexander Pierce, the small 
time ranchers who owed crippling amounts of money to the landlord, the shop keeps struggling to 
keep supplied and the whores who had to smile and collect coin as clients took the stress and 
frustration and tension out between their thighs. Life in Wolf Canyon was shit and Peter couldn’t 
wait to-- 


“Gonna bite you, Omega.” the john panted. “You want my bite?” 


“Oh yes.” Peter nearly forgot to pretend, so he quickly forced a smile to his face and tipped his 
neck obligingly to bare the leather collar that protected his bonding spot. “Oh yes, definitely bite 


”° 


me. 
“Beg for it.” he growled. “Lemme hear ya beg, beauty. Beg for my bite and for my knot.” 


Peter tensed before he could help himself, barely resisting a growl of his own. Spreading his legs 
and dealing with clumsy compliments and rough petting was one thing but having to beg for things 
he didn’t want, a bite that would hurt and a knot that the john wasn’t allowed to give him 

was another thing entirely. 


Any john caught knotting up one of Vanessa’s workers risked getting the offending appendage 

cut off by way of the vicious Madame, and if Peter ever came downstairs with fang marks and 
bruises at his throat it would probably be Happy in a fit of protective rage that broke the Alpha to 
pieces. Peter wasn’t about to beg for things he didn’t want, Peter wasn’t an Omega who begged for 
anything ever and he certainly wasn’t going to start now when the john had already exhausted 
eleven of his thirteen minutes of barely adequate stamina and the event was already almost over. 


“C’mon then.” Peter made an effort to pitch his voice coaxing, not quite managing a purr but trying 
to overcome his annoyance enough to trill, “Big bad Alpha, c’mon and bite me!” 


“Don’t say it like that, like you’re darin’ me t’do it.” He was rougher than usual tonight and Peter 
winced when dirty fingers twisted his collar tight at his throat. “I told ya to beg for it.” 


“Darling.” Peter tried again, this time through clenched teeth. J am not going to beg, damn you. 
“Take me harder, I need harder so I can finish too.” 


“T wanna hear you beg!” A blast of foul breath. “Lemme hear ya beg like the filthy whore you- 
- ACK!” 


The door to Peter’s room banged open and before either Peter or the Alpha could react, a huge 
hand clamped down on the john’s collar and yanked him backwards, literally 
and physically wrenching him out of and away from Peter’s body. 


“Hey hey hey! Shit! Ouch!” the john was thrown to the floor hard enough to slide back a few feet 
and bump into the wall. He scrambled up ready to fight, fists up and spitting mad-- 


--but he stopped short when he saw just who had ripped him off the Omega. 


“Oh.” the john gulped. “Oh hell.” 


The newcomer was massive, far taller than the john and at least twice as wide. Wide shoulders and 
thick arms and huge hands clenched into furious fists, hazel eyes twisting bloody scarlet red and if 
all that wasn’t enough... if all that wasn’t enough, the Alpha was littered in scars that looked like 
an entire lifetime of horrors had imprinted on his skin. 


“Wade Wilson.” the john squeaked out. “Didn’t know you were back in town.” 
“Get. Out.” Wade’s lip curled into a sneer, flashing wicked fangs. “Right now.” 


“Hey man.” the other Alpha scrambled to his feet so he wasn’t staring up at Wade from the floor. 
His pants were still loose at his waist and he rushed to tie them tight, hiding the fact that he had 
instantly withered from sheer fear the second Wade had looked at him. “H-hey I paid for a whole 
hour with the whore. Ask Madame Vanessa, I paid for a whole hour.” 


“You forfeited it the second you tried to call that Omega filthy.” Wade warned, and behind the 
Alphas, Peter smirked knowingly. “Get. Out.” 


“No but I paid for--!” 


“Don’t take it personally, love.” Peter tilted his head and trilled teasingly at the john. “You were 
only about two minutes from the main event anyway. I'll make it up to you next time.” 


The other Alpha stood like he wanted to argue, but one look at the glare on Wade’s face had him 
reconsidering his choices and after another glower, he finally relented, stomped his way out of the 
room and back downstairs to drown his irritation in another glass. 


The moment the door closed, Peter straightened off the wall and smoothed down his hair, laughing 
softly. “Look at you, big scary Alpha. When did you get back into Wolf Canyon?” 


“You knew damn well I was getting back today.” Wade’s rough edged scent crackled with 
annoyance as he stomped towards the Omega. “And J know damn well you saw me walk through 
the doors of Happy’s place and you took this asshole up here anyway.” 


“Hm. Maybe I did.” Peter turned to his mirror and made a show of idly painting his lips, sweeping 
a brush through the pot of bright red color and curving it over his mouth. His actions were casual 
but his tone was sharp when he spoke again, “An Omega has to earn a living, you know. I 

can’t not take a client just because you decide to show up after months without any word and then 
apparently decide I can’t make any money for the night just because you happen to think I belong 
to you or--” 


“You are mine!” 


Peter gasped when the Alpha was immediately on him, Wade’s bulk pinning him to the wall and 
thick fingers hooked into his collar. But instead of rolling his eyes or mentally escaping to 
somewhere more interesting, the Omega tipped his head back and moaned, laughing softly when 
the Alpha only snarled at him. 


“Big bad Alpha.” Peter breathed, fingers clutching up his skirt in instinctive reaction to 

the heat against his thigh. “Stomping in here and ripping my john away. Growling and telling me 
I’m yours. Hanging on to my collar like you’re scared to let me go. Just a big bad Alpha aren’t 
you? I’m terrified. Absolutely shaking in my boots.” 


“Goddamn you.” Wade already regretted calling Peter his, and he knew the momentary slip of his 
usual growly persona would give the Omega free reign to tease him for the rest of the night. “You 
should be mad at me running off your john.” 


“But ’'m not.” Peter’s dark eyes twinkled in sheer mischief as he flattened his hand to the Alpha’s 
abdomen, tracing the muscles with a pleased hum. “He wasn’t endowed enough for me to miss it 
when he wasn’t in me anymore, and I know you’ll give me the gold to cover what Madame 
Vanessa will have to reimburse him.” 


Wade’s jaw worked in frustration, and his next admission came like gravel, forced out of his heart 
even though he didn’t want to say it yet. “Pete, I-- I’d give you whatever you want.” 


“T know.” Peter’s honeysuckle scent drenched in anticipation when Wade’s calloused hand slid up 
his thigh towards the split in his satin shorts. “I know you would. But tell me. What if I said I 
wanted your soul?” 


“There ain’t nothing left of my soul, Omega.” Wade pushed his nose into Peter’s throat and 
inhaled, exhaling on a low growl that had Peter drenching wer on his fingers. “Nothing at all.” 


“T’ll take the pieces.” Peter’s breath hitched in anticipation when the Alpha, his Alpha, picked him 
up against the wall and slid home in one too rough, too fast, perfect thrust. “Ohhhh my Alpha...” 


“T’m not--” Wade readied his usual retort of not being Peter’s Alpha, of simply being another john 
for the whore, of only being there for what was between Peter’s legs, but the words failed and he 
shook his head and just fit himself deeper instead. “Pete.” 


“Yeah.” Peter wet his lips and let himself sink into his Alpha’s scent, mind blank and body 
thrumming with pure pleasure. “Yeah I-- I want your soul.” 


Madame Felicia’s Establishment 
The Black Cat House 
Present Day 


“Sweet pretty Omega, where did you go just now?” Felicia snapped her fingers in front of Peter’s 
nose and laughed when the other Omega startled back to present. “One moment you were talking 
about train schedules and the next you were gone. What were you just thinking about?” 


“Um.” Peter paused in folding a pair of pants into his suitcase and tried to smile, tried to shake the 
weight of melancholy that he knew had settled into his scent. “Nothing. Nothing in particular.” 


“Hm.” Felicia stretched out on the bed in Peter’s rented room, her black skirts lying careless 
halfway up her thighs and the sleeves of her black blouse slipping off her shoulders. “Well clearly 
you’re lying, but should I be polite and pretend I don’t know, or be fussy and demand you tell me 
or just be nosy and rifle through all your belongings until I figure it out myself.” 


“You’re always fussy.” Peter wrapped a hand around her slim ankle and Felicia laughed again, 
though it softened to a purr when Peter bent to lay a kiss at her calf, then her bare knee, then up 
onto her thigh. “And you’re always nosy too. No wonder all the other whores call you Cat. You’re 
fussy and finicky and lovely and frustrating and your nails are too long so you scratch when you 
should pet.” 


“But [ also lick instead of bite, except for the times you ask me to bite instead of lick.” Felicia 
wrinkled up her nose and drew her other foot teasingly up Peter’s thigh. “Finish packing later, 
come lie with me for a while first.” 


“You said that last week and I missed the train.” Peter brushed Felicia’s foot away and went back 
to filling his suitcase. “I was supposed to be East a month and a half ago and I’m horribly behind 
schedule.” 


“You are horribly behind schedule.” the pretty Omega allowed, flicking her nearly white hair off 
her shoulders. “But it was your decision to stay so long here. Madame Vanessa sent word that you 
needed a place to overnight, perhaps to work a week or two before you went on your way 

East. You were the one who wanted to stay.” 


“Well the money is good.” Peter winked. “And the Madame of this particular whorehouse is 
wildly persuasive and far too beautiful for her own good.” 


“T am all those things and several more.” Felicia scooted up against Peter’s pillows so he could 
spread more clothing on the bed. “So why don’t you stay? You’ ve been here over a month now 
and summer is the busy season, you know. You could always head East before things get cold 
again.” 


“Felicia—‘‘ 


“Stay, Peter.” Felicia’s lovely eyes flickered gold for a blink, a pleading trill from her full lips. “We 
have so much fun together! You won’t even have to stay and work, you could simply stay and be 
with me as my....” 


She cast about for the right word, then settled on, “...my kept Omega. You could just be 

my kept Omega. We could coordinate our outfits and stroll together downstairs and keep an eye on 
our workers and spend the gold on ridiculous trinkets and baubles and trips to the coast! Have you 

seen California, darling? The ocean? We could travel together there instead of you going East and 


ce 


“T can’t stay, Felicia.” Peter interrupted gently, calmly. “I don’t think I was quite ready to leave the 
West behind when I left Wolf Canyon, but I’m ready now. I don’t want to be...” 


It was Peter's turn to find a word, and the Omega’s features crumpled only briefly in a split second 
of grief before he schooled them once again. “I don’t want to be here anymore. I’m ready to go.” 


“By ‘here’, you mean you don’t want to be mourning the loss of whichever Alpha you never told 
me about but cry over when you think no one sees?” Felicia arched a telling eyebrow. “The one 
that never came back to Wolf Canyon so you left in a tantrum without actually knowing where you 
were going?” 


“T never said anything about—* 


“Vanessa wrote me and told me everything.” She cut in. “Not the Alpha’s name, but that he was 
bigger than sin and twice as ugly and that the moment he saw you, he imprinted mate and the last 
three or four years have just been the two of you pretending you aren’t halfway to bonded already.” 


Peter opened his mouth to protest all of it, especially the part about Wade being ugly but then 
decided to stay quiet, and shut his mouth with an audible click. “Well that isn’ t—isn't all entirely 
true.” 


“Oh darling.” Felicia clicked her tongue sympathetically. “Your scent is so heavy right now it 


could crush me. And I already knew, you know, even before Vanessa told me. You’ve only taken 
Betas or Omegas as clients, except the one named Wilson that you hissed at when he got too close. 
You wear that leather collar over your bonding spot like a piece of armor and even when you and I 
are in bed together and I’ve got my hand buried up to the wrist inside your sweet hole—* 


“Felicia\” 


“even then you scent empty.” Felicia waved off his squawk of embarrassment. “Even when you 
laugh you aren’t really laughing and I’ve never seen your eyes tint gold even once. Not once, not 
even during the Independence Day celebration when we were drunk and giggly and having fun 
together. I’ve never seen you happy Peter, and if I didn’t know better, I’d say it’s because you 
already have an Alpha.” 


“But I do know better.” She pointed out flatly. “You do have an Alpha. And instead of staying here 
a month and letting me fall head over heels in love with your nonsense you should head back to 
Wolf Canyon and—* 


“Felicia.” Peter shook his head to stop her. “Felicia I don’t have an Alpha.” 
“Oh Peter, as if I’d believe that.” 


“T don’t have an Alpha.” He repeated, with the numb affectation of a heart long broken. “And my 
eyes have never gone gold for anyone, to be honest I don’t even know if they can. I wear the collar 
so no one bites me and the only thing I’m loyal to 1s this.” 


The Omega held up his purse full of bills and coins and smiled wanly. “What sort of whore would 
I be if I fell in love with my johns or my Madames?” 


“When you say that word?” Felicia finally got off the bed and emptied the top drawer of Peter's 
dresser, handing him a pile of silky underthings. “When you say that word whore it looks like it 
hurts you inside.” 


“Maybe it does.” Peter swallowed back the urge to whine miserably and just kept packing. “... 
maybe it does.” 
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The Copper’s Cross train station was always crowded. The little town at the base of the mountains 
was a pass through town, an unassuming but necessary dot on the map for the hundreds and 
thousands of cowboys, pioneers, outlaws and prospectors all rumbling their way West in search of 
fame and fortune or perhaps tucking their tail and running back home East after the frontier taught 
them a lesson or two in humility. The trains came through at least once a day, wagon trains 
rumbled through the pass during the spring and summer months and every time the railroads 
expanded and tamed the Wild Wild West a little more, the Army was right behind with cars full of 
soldiers and horses out to bring some law and order to a largely lawless land. 


Copper’s Cross was tucked right into the mountain pass, the last chance for water, supplies and 
companionship before tackling the forbidding peaks in the distance and for many in the 
surrounding rugged terrain, the only bit of civilization within a week’s ride. Felicia had taken full 
advantage of Copper’s Cross position to build her little cathouse into a full hotel and lively tavern, 
and since the Omegas and Betas she employed to soothe the traveler’s loneliness were often the 
only pretty face many had seen in months, there wasn’t a single moment when the doors to the 
Black Cat House weren’t swinging open and gold wasn’t piling into her tills. 


Her reputation as Madame and her signature white blond hair had heads turning and eyes widening 
as Felicia strolled down the train station platform arm in arm with the equally stunning Peter, but 
neither Omega spared a glance for any of the gawkers nor did they blink at the predicted catcalls 
tossed hopefully their way. 


“T thought Vanessa’s business in Wolf Canyon was brilliant.” Peter admitted when yet another 
Alpha stopped to stare. “All those ranch hands and cowboys coming West for work and Vanessa 
used to say they only ever had two thoughts in their head come payday-- food and fucking. She set 
up shop above Happy’s place and just reaped the benefits but you establishing the Black Cat House 
as restaurant and hotel and whorehouse all in one...” 


“In the only miserable little town this side of the pass?” she finished smoothly. “Yes, one could say 
I’m quite the businesswoman. The women and Omegas back East might look down on me for my 
chosen career but I have all their Alphas on their knees in my parlor so which of us should be doing 
the looking down, hm?” 


“Wear high enough heels on those black boots of yours and you’Il be so tall no one will be able to 
look down at you.” Peter slid his money through the window to the station master and waited for 
the ticket. “And that black leather corset of yours--” 


He shivered and Felicia dropped her head back laughing out loud. “That would put the President on 
his knees, Felicia.” 


“T’ll be sure and ask to have an entire state named after me when that happens.” Felicia waited until 
Peter had carefully pocketed his train ticket, then picked his hand back up and strolled further 
down the platform to the waiting cars. “Your friend, Eva. Did you send word that she could come 
and see me? She wouldn’t have to work but her company would be welcome.” 


“T did send word, but Eva won’t come.” Peter shook his head briefly. “Marshal Rhodes tasked 
Vanessa with keeping Eva safe and Wolf Canyon is her home now. If she wasn’t willing to come 
with me when I left she certainly wouldn’t be willing to leave alone.” 


“You said she never even leaves the whorehouse.” 


“Not if she can’t help it.” Another negative shake of his head. “Eva doesn’t believe there’s a single 
thing in the world left for her, so there’s no reason for her to venture out.” 


“Some of us bleed when we hurt, some of us simply die and wander as ghosts.” Felicia murmured 
softly. “Your friend Eva is one of the ghosts, hm? Maybe she’s trapped in the walls, maybe she’s 
haunting there by choice?” 


“Maybe she isn’t entirely sure herself so none of us will ever know.” Peter paused in front of one of 
the second class train cars. “I’m not one of those that hurts and ghosts, unfortunately I’m the type 
to bleed out all over the place and stain the rugs with my theatrics.” 


“Ts that why you’re leaving me, Peter Parker?” Felicia turned to face the other Omega, touching 
the tip of her finger to Peter’s pert nose then sweeping over the scatter of freckles. “Because 
whichever Alpha you won’t admit to missing has left you hurt and bleeding and you're trying to 
run from it all before you have to sit and acknowledge the pain?” 


“Pretty black kitty.” Peter bent to seal a long kiss to Felicia’s sweet mouth, lingering over the 
upturn of her lips and licking at the flavor of her lip balm, trilling low when she purred and 
clutched at him. “I don’t have an Alpha and if I was hurt and bleeding, how on Earth would I 
manage to swing my hips quite this provocatively?” 


“How on Earth indeed?” Felicia was laughing again, but her green eyes were sad. “You won’t 
come back this way, will you?” 


“Short of this train being hijacked and blown to bits, I won’t take a single step out of this train car 
again until I’m pulling into St. Louis and am well beyond the dust and dirt and bullshit of the Wild 
West.” Peter rubbed their noses together gently. “But if I ever do come back this way, you’ll be 
first on my list of people to visit. I promise.” 


“Alright then.” Felicia knew-- and she knew Peter knew-- they would never see each other again, 
and the next kiss they shared was resigned on Peter’s part, half desperate on hers. A month 
together had sold Felicia’s heart on the soft eyed, sharp spoken Omega but she’d known from the 
beginning Peter’s heart was far beyond her reach. Now the Omega himself would be beyond her 
reach and it was nearly torturous. 


“Be well, Peter.” She finally said, and Peter squeezed at her hand one last time. “You’ll write me 
once you get settled?” 


“ll write you.” Peter blew her another kiss as he climbed the steps to the car. “Thank you, 
Felicia!” 


“..bye beauty.” she whispered, the words lost beneath the first warning whistle of the train. “I’m 
going to miss you.” 


“T’m going to miss you too.” Peter didn’t have to hear Felicia to know what she was saying, and 
once he found his seat he put his hand up to the window so she could see him. The words weren’t a 
lie, he would absolutely miss the feisty Madame, but Peter couldn’t deny a sense of relief as the 
train whistled again signaling imminent departure. 


Three months now Peter had been gone from Wolf Canyon and after waving goodbye to Felicia, 
the Omega was ready to finally be gone from the West all together. When the end of the year had 
reached Wolf Canyon, when business had slowed with Pierce dead and his workers scattered and 
without the trains running bringing new people to the frontier town, Peter had woken up one day 
and simply had enough. 


Truth be told, Peter had had enough months previous but it had taken him till the holidays to gather 
his heart and his courage and his anger enough to consolidate his gold, to borrow more modest 
clothing from Vanessa and one of the other male Omegas, and to escape Wolf Canyon on the last 
of the trains heading East. He’d stopped in Wildrock and spent a few days in the boarding house 
near the frozen river while the tracks were cleared from an early winter storm, then stopped again 
in Littlehill to stay with an acquaintance of Vanessa’s who had promised him room and board in 
exchange for a few weeks of work to replenish his purse. 


Staying with Madame Felicia at the Black Cat House for nearly a month and a half hadn’t been in 
Peter’s plans at all, but she had been a name on Vanessa’s list of contacts and if Peter were being 
perfectly honest, he was stalling leaving the frontier, stalling leaving Wolf Canyon and that life 
behind him and Felicia had offered a convenient excuse to linger. 


Felicia was sassy and snarky and startingly beautiful. She treated her whores well and treated 
Peter better because she’d decided upon first meeting that she adored him and Peter hadn’t needed 
the extra money earned working in Felicia’s establishment but it had allowed him a chance to 
dawdle until he was honestly truly ready to leave. 


This time Peter was honestly, truly ready to leave, to take the train East to St. Louis and then North 
to New York and to never even look West again. The Devil could take Wolf’s Canyon, all the dirty 


rutting Alpha cowboys and the dusty roads and miserable weather, the entire Western Frontier and 
especially the Alpha Wade fucking Wilson. 


“Devil take it all.” Peter leaned his head back against the seat rest and closed his eyes as the train 
lurched into motion. “Take it and burn it. I’m never coming back.” 


“What if I said I wanted your soul?” 
“There ain’t nothing left of my soul, Omega.” 
“T’'Il take the pieces...” 


“Damn it.” Peter shoved the memory away, and folded his arms tight across his body. 
“Goddamn you, Wade Wilson.” 


The memory from two years ago wasn’t romantic but the Omega sitting in the second class car of 
an East bound train had to force a slow breath and wipe away tears anyway. 


There wasn’t a single romantic bone in Wade Wilson’s body, not a single one. The former soldier 
turned bounty hunter was brutal and wretched and violent, sarcastic and growly and covered in 
scars that spoke to the horror of his life. He’d never been soft or sweet or tender a day in his life so 
there was no reason for Peter to be crying over him, no reason at all. The damn Alpha hadn’t 
bothered to come back to Wolf Canyon for him even after Peter had threatened-promised to 
disappear East if Wade didn’t stay. Wade had left anyway, he’d left and stayed away and if the 
Alpha wasn’t going to stay then Peter was going to bother to stay either. 


He was leaving Wolf Canyon and that mouthy, obnoxious Alpha behind in the dust and never 
coming back. 


Fuck you, Wade Wilson. 


“A pretty flower for a pretty Omega?” The Beta was young, barely presented in fact, but her smile 
was extra sweet when she offered up her basket of bluebonnets for Peter. “It’s such a pretty day, 
it’s areal shame to see you crying.” 


“Oh. Thank you.” Peter selected a ribbon tied bouquet of the brilliant blue flowers, and smiled 
back at her when he handed over more coin than necessary for the blooms. “I love bluebonnets.” 


“Perhaps one right here?” The Beta touched a flower in her own hair tucked above her ear, and her 
smile spread wider when Peter obliged and tucked one of the bluebonnets into his ear. “There, 
that’s just lovely.” 


“Thank you.” Peter repeated but this time with the faintly sweet scent of bluebonnets in his nose, he 
actually meant the words. “Very much.” 


“You’re welcome!” the pretty Beta went on her way trying to sell flowers to the other passengers 
on the train, and Peter settled back further into his seat a littlke more content than he’d been just a 
moment previous. 


He had a pile of telegrams to read, communications from Vanessa’s contacts in New York City and 
a few of Peter’s own contacts that had been thrilled to hear he was heading East and were already 
offering work for the Omega that didn’t involve him being on his back. There was an offer for a 
housekeeper, another for a chaperone for a debutante stepping out into society for the first time and 
while Peter knew nothing of high society, he knew almost everything about Alphas and their 
intentions so he would be a wise eye and sharply efficient guide for a young Omega who knew 


utterly nothing about the world. 


There were positions open in the kitchens of the huge homes, a seamstress’s apprentice and another 
for a scribe if Peter was more academically inclined. There was always a need for teachers in the 
hilly counties if Peter wanted to disappear into the generic nothing-ness of rural Upstate. There was 
even an offer of marriage from one of Madame Vanessa’s former clients who had gone back East 
to take over his father’s banking career. Apparently he was very interested in claiming an Omega 
such as Peter as his own, and Peter laughed under his breath and threw that telegram straight into 
the nearest wastebasket. 


Any Alpha that would jump at the chance to bed and marry a former whore then present them to 
high society was an Alpha that had no intention of staying true and no intention of treating Peter as 
a true mate. Even if Peter was the sort to think bonding and marriage and settling down... well he 
wasn’t going to do it with that particular Alpha. 


The miles rolled by while the Omega was lost in his thoughts, the steady chuff of the engine and 
rush-rush of the tracks a steady, soothing background to the turmoil of Peter’s heart and mind. The 
train stopped once to allow for more passengers and Peter barely noticed the shuffle of feet past his 
seat on their way to fill the empty seats behind him, the train stopped again closer to dinner time at 
a small station near a river and Peter was too focused on not thinking about the last time he’d seen 
Wade to care about that stop either. 


But around the time the his stomach was growling and Peter was ready to dig into the bag of 
snacks Felicia had packed for him, the train slowed to a stop again and this time the Omega sat up 
and took notice. 


It was dark outside, long past sunset and long past when most of the passengers had pulled the 
curtains over their small booths to try and get a few hours of sleep. The attendants had come by an 
hour previous with extra blankets and a pillow Peter had been grateful to receive and since there 
were no station lights or platform bells ringing to explain the stop, it could only be suspicious. 


Peter pulled his traveling bag to his lap and sat up straighter as the train squealed and then jerked 
still. He had a pistol inside the bag and a tiny knife strapped high to his thigh but he was wearing 
trousers to travel in instead of his working skirts and the knife would be almost impossible to get to 
quickly. 


...that and if living in the West had taught Peter anything, it was that a bullet solved problems 
quite a bit faster than a knife. The Omega didn’t want anything to come between him and his 
escape East, so he was a fan of problems being solved quickly. 


The doors to the car opened to admit four men of varying genders, trail dust thick on their clothes 
and the scent of horse and sweat overpowering any hint of their natural scent. They didn’t bother 
with bandannas or any sort of identity obscuring coverings and the obvious leader of the group had 
eyes already circled red as he surveyed the crowded car with a smirk. Two more shadowy shapes 
were present outside the train on either side and Peter’s hand tightened on the trigger of his pistol 
in nervous anticipation when the head Alpha finally spoke. 


“We’re lookin’ for Wilson’s whore!” he called far louder than necessary in the enclosed space. 
“Wade Wilson’s whore. Should be a real pretty Omega with a smart mouth and goddamn nice legs. 
Anyone seen him?” 


The Alpha’s scarlet tinted eyes landed squarely on Peter, and his mouth tilted up into a satisfied, 
knowing smile. “Well well well. Imagine findin’ exactly what I’m lookin’ for, exactly where I 
knew he’d be.” 


Peter startled ready to pull his pistol but his arm was grabbed by another Alpha he hadn’t seen 
come up behind him. 


“Ah ah, easy there beauty.” the Alpha rumbled, taking Peter’s bag and the pistol in one huge hand. 
“Why don’t ya just gimme that, huh? I heard you were a fighter.” 


“He’d have to be a fighter to deal with a brute like Wilson.” The leader sauntered down the aisle 
till he was standing at Peter’s seat and propped his elbow up on the closest booth headrest. “You 
must be Peter Parker. Would you believe I’ve been chasin’ you half across the territory? I heard 
you were movin’ on East months ago and I almost didn’t believe it when a friend’a mine swore he 
saw you at the Black Cat House in Copper’s Cross. But here you are, ain’t ya?” 


Peter sat back in his seat and folded his arms, tipping his chin up and meeting the Alpha’s gaze 
square on, eyebrow arched and expression placid simply waiting. 


“Do you know who I am?” 


“Mmm.” Peter pursed his lips as if thinking. “You look exactly like every other john that’s thrown 
money at me desperate for a chance to feel relevant.” 


“That’s funny. You’re funny.” The Alpha rubbed at his stubbled jaw thoughtfully. “Y’ know, 
Wilson said you were fearless. We’ll have to see if that’s true. My name’s Francis.” 


“That means nothing to me.” 


“T have a hard time believing Wilson didn’t pillow talk about me, I’m his least favorite person 
ever.” Francis bared his teeth in a smile that was more of a snarl. “You seen that ugly bastard 
lately?” 


“He left Wolf Canyon and so did I.” Peter lifted one shoulder in a casually unaffected shrug. “I 
haven’t seen him in months.” 


“Now see that is interesting, because I have it on good authority that Wade Wilson is on his way to 
Wolf Canyon right now, probably just tearin’ up those miles tryna get back to you.” Francis’s eyes 
glittered red when the Omega visibly startled, then made a concentrated effort to appear calm 
again. “Oh! You thought he just up and left you all together? Is that why you’re running away?” 


A titter of laughter from the other man, and the Alpha snorted, “Nah, little Omega. Everyone 
knows Wade Wilson would move heaven and earth to get back to his whore. You must really be 
something special.” 


“And you must be thinking of someone else.” Peter didn’t dare allow himself even a flicker of 
hope. “I’m not Mr. Wilson’s whore and he has no reason to return to Wolf Canyon for me or 
anyone else.” 


“Look at you, putting on a brave face and lying to me. No wonder he likes you.” the Alpha mused, 
then told his men louder, “One of you ride on to Wolf Canyon. Go tell Wade Wilson I’ve got his 
little mate.” 


“T’m not his mate.” Peter squashed his terror and met Francis’s gaze calmly. “So that all seems like 
a wasted trip.” 


“Not his mate, huh?” 


“Not in the slightest.” 


Francis cracked a small, mean smile, his hand bruising at Peter’s wrist as he hauled the Omega out 
of the seat, to the car door and into the suffocating darkness beyond. 


“Uh huh. Sure you’ re not.” 
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Chapter Notes: 


Welcome back to the Lassos and Lilies verse for a VERY Spideypool Western AU. 
Please note the same LAL style TW apply here-- violence, period typical homophobia, 
sexism, violence and then additional This-Verse Specific Spideypool TW for rough 
saxophone noises, violence, unhealthy relationship dynamics-- did I mention violence? 
Also because of Peter’s *career* we will see those sort of applicable situations. As 
usual, I'll add warnings to specific chapters and/or parts as needed. 


I...love? The difference between the first scene with Peter working and then the scene 
with Wade. It’s theoretically the same scene with Peter up against the wall and the 
Alpha growling and being too rough with him but it’s just so DIFFERENT with 
Spideypool? Idk. I miss writing them. I adore them especially in Omegaverse. 


Felicia is FELICIA HARDY who is of course, Black Cat and an in canon long time 
ally/over of Peter Parker. Idk, just felt like she was an appropriate cameo! 


Also SAS-verse location drop- Wildrock and Littlehill is where Stony fell in love! 


Full disclosure, I haven’t actually decided if Francis is the main baddie of this fic or if 
I'll introduce a bigger baddie later. Honestly, sometimes I write the story and other 
times the story writes itself and with Spideypool, it tends to be the latter. Stay tuned! 


Yeehaw to a new fic, y'all! 


Wade 


Wolf Canyon 
Madame Vanessa’s Whorehouse 
Eighteen Months Previous 


Wade broke five of Vanessa’s top ten rules for her establishment the moment he set foot in 
Happy’s restaurant. He was filthy for one, three weeks worth of trail dirt clinging to his torn 
clothing and dusting with every staggered footprint. He was bleeding for another, red seeping from 
the filthy bandanna tied round his calf where a spray of buckshot had damn near crippled him. 


Vanessa narrowed her eyes and pointed at him in warning but the Alpha ignored her and stomped 
his way directly towards the stairs, limping the two flights to the rooms above without permission 
and banging on the Peter’s door, bellowing for the Omega to open up. 


So many rules broken, the greatest of which was Wade sleeping over in Peter’s room, taking up the 
whore’s attention all night and effectively eliminating Peter’s ability to earn any money while 

also costing money by way of sheets that would need laundered, a mattress that would most likely 
need burned after he bled all over it, and the bottle of whiskey Wade had drained before passing 
out. 


The Alpha didn’t remember any of that, of course. Wade’s consciousness had faded the second 
Peter had opened the door and the morning sun was streaming through the small window in Peter’s 
room when next Wade opened his eyes. 


“Pete.” Wade went very tense when he realized someone was next to him in the bed, then relaxed 
again, too weak to hide his relief when he realized it was Peter lying next to him. “Omega, what 
are you doing here?” 


“T was sleeping.” Peter was beautiful in the sunrise, rowdy hair and sleepy eyed and scenting 
sugary sweet honeysuckle that tangled into Wade’s compromised senses and tilted him half drunk 
on it all. “What did you think I was doing here?” 


Wade glanced around the room, noting the torn bloody sheets discarded in a pile and the newly 
clean bandaging at his calf, the dirty water in the wash basin and the distinct lack of grime and grit 
on his torn up skin. “You...stayed? You stayed with me when I was hurt?” 


“You’re in my bed.” The Omega propped up on an elbow and arched an entirely unimpressed 
eyebrow down the length of Wade’s nude body. “Exactly where was I supposed to go?” 


“R-right.” Wade’s head was spinning but he forced himself upright anyway, grimacing over torn 
muscles pulled and his calf throbbing in protest. “And uh-- what does Madame Vanessa charge for 
this sorta service? Buckshot removal and sponge bathing and watching over me all night so I don’t 
die?” 


“Count yourself lucky you were unconscious for the buckshot removal, I was not gentle.” Peter 
was lying and Wade could always tell, but this time like every other time the Alpha didn’t mention 
it. “I only washed you because you stank to high heaven and as far as what Madame Vanessa 
charges, I already emptied every coin from your pocket and from Arthur’s saddlebags to make up 
for the johns I couldn’t be with last night and the johns I won’t want to be with this morning. 
Consider your account settled.” 


Another morning perhaps Wade would have fired back a growling, snarling answer to the sass and 
to effectively being robbed by the mouthy whore. Another morning Wade shoved himself off the 
bed to get up and get gone before his protectiveness and possessiveness goaded him into paying for 
the rest of Peter’s day just so he wouldn’t have to think about the pretty Omega servicing anyone 
else. 


Another morning, perhaps, but this morning Wade held out his arm and Peter only hesitated a few 
seconds before sliding across the bed and curling into Wade’s side for a 

tentative, wonderful moment. Wade closed his eyes and tried to swallow the urge to rumble at the 
little Omega, contented himself with only turning his nose slightly into the messy hair and only 
inhaling quietly the morning soft scent. Peter’s hand settled first uncertaintly at Wade’s side, then 
he spread his fingers as far as he could manage to cover more of the Alpha’s scarred skin, digging 
into the muscle with his fingertips and soothing the ache with the warmth of his palm. 


“Don’t do that.” Wade kept his eyes closed but he could feel the weight of Peter’s dark eyes on 
him, tracing his features and studying his expression. The Omega would never admit to searching 
for any hint of emotion on Wade’s face, but the Alpha knew Peter was searching for it all the same 
so he tightened his grip at Peter’s waist warningly, pleadingly and ordered, “Don’t look at me like 
that.” 


Peter didn’t reply, but he inched tighter to Wade’s side, let his eyelashes flutter feather soft against 
the Alpha’s chest and together they were quiet in the few minutes before the day started hectic. 
Heartbeats synced, first Peter’s and then Wade’s steadying and slowing with each measured breath. 
The Omega’s aura brightened content the longer they lay together, the sweetness underscored by 
the deeper tones of Wade’s cedar and musk Alpha scent until it mingled heady and addicting in the 
small room. 


It was simple, sheer bliss, a gentle moment wrested from a life without an ounce of gentleness in it, 
and Alpha and Omega each let down their guard enough to bask in it just for a little while. 


...Wade didn’t know how much time passed with Peter in his arms, but by the time Peter spoke 
again, the restaurant below was starting to stir with early morning breakfast patrons and down the 
hall doors were opening and closing as Ms. Vanessa’s other employees woke up. 


“T’m going to tell the entire world you’ ve gone soft.” the Omega was teasing, predictably snarky 
but without the usual bite that would accompany the words once Peter was dressed and 

on duty downstairs. “Vicious fucking Alpha, needing an Omega to patch you up and keep you 
company all night.” 


“Word gets out that I’m soft and I'll be dead before the next full moon.” Wade grunted, baring his 
fangs in annoyance when Peter poked at his ribs. “Keep your mouth shut, brat.” 


“Then pay me more, brute.” Peter poked the Alpha again. “You’re my Alpha, you’re supposed to 
be the one taking care of me.” 


“T’m not your Alpha, Pete.” Wade rolled them in the bed until the Omega was cushioned in the 
pillows and blinking up at him from beneath thick lashes. “Cut that shit out. Iam not your Alpha.” 


“Sure you’re not.” Peter laughed low, and Wade could feel the vibrations through the Omega’s 
gorgeous throat, could chase the sound with his tongue as he bit into the leather collar over Peter’s 
bonding spot and growled out his approval. 


“..sure you’re not.” 
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Wolf Canyon 
Sheriff Sam Wilson’s Office 
Present Day 


The Alpha was dead, jugular crushed between Wade’s hands and body crumpled in a heap on the 
floor of the jail cell. Wade stepped back from the mess and rolled his huge shoulders, cracking his 
neck loudly before turning to the still watching Sheriff and Marshal and nodding shortly, “Sheriff. 
Appreciate your assistance in that matter. Would’a sucked to take a bullet to the back when I was 
trying to take care of some business.” 


“Mr. Wilson.” Sam kept his pistol holstered and lifted a staying hand towards Marshal Trevor who 
was still watching the bounty hunter warily. “Care to explain what any of that was about?” 


“Who’s Francis, Mr. Wilson?” Marshal Trevor’s eyes kept darting between the dead body in the 
cell and the steel barred door that had been unceremoniously ripped from its foundation when 
Wade had charged in furious only a few minutes previous. “And what is he doing with your 
mate?” 


“Pete’s not my mate.” Wade stepped over the door as if it were of no consequence, stomping his 
way back down the hall to the front office of the Sheriff's Office. ““And Francis is a dead man, he 
just doesn’t know it yet.” 


“Now Wade, hold on.” Sam raised his voice when the huge Alpha headed for the door, layered an 
effort of Command into the words and barked, “Wade Wilson! Halt!” 


Wade halted with his hand at the doorknob, and Marshal Trevor breathed out a shocked sound of 
disbelief at the apparent obedience. 


It was only a show of obedience from Wade of course, and every man in the office knew it. Only 
an Alpha mate could Command another Alpha so Sam’s words had no effect on Wade biologically, 
which meant there was no reason for Wade to listen in the slightest. 


Sam using a Command had been a clear demand for the respect so rightfully earned after years in 
office, the respect that plenty of men in Wolf Canyon had ignored since the day Sam put the badge 
on... but it was a demand that Wade wasn’t going to ignore. 


Wade wholly respected Sam Wilson both as Sheriff and as a fellow Alpha, for the man’s good heart 
and stubborn character and for the whip marks still scarred on Sam’s back. The war hadn’t been all 
that long ago, and when Alexander Pierce had run Wolf Canyon Sheriff Wilson had fought and 
clawed for every ounce of the respect his badge should have automatically afforded him. Just by 
virtue of the Sheriff's skin color he’d had to work to even be seen as equal in anyone’s eyes much 
less as an authority figure but the fight and the work and the battle hadn’t changed Sam’s heart nor 
his commitment to what was right and Wade respected that. 


The Alpha respected it, so he listened to the Command, bit off an impatient growl but turned from 
the door and slumped into a nearby chair in begrudging obedience. 


“Thank you.” Sam knew what it meant for Wade to have listened, so he tipped his head in a show 
of acknowledgment for the other Alpha, then leaned against his desk and folded his arms. “Now. 
Tell me who Francis is. Should I be worried this sorta trouble’s gonna come back around to Wolf 
Canyon?” 


“Francis.” Wade snarled over the name. “We were in the same unit in the war and got discharged 
over the same bullshit reason. Came West about the same time, took up the gun-for-hire routine but 
after he sold me out to a target, shot me up and left me for dead out on the plains, things turned 
predictably frosty between us, you know?” 


“Discharged.” Steve Trevor was stuck on the first thing Wade had said. “I’m assuming it was 
a dishonorable discharge, if you say it that way.” 


Wade licked over his fangs in impatient agitation, but nodded. “Francis deserved the dishonorable 
discharge for what he did to civilians while wearing that uniform. I deserved it for what I did to 
Francis after I found out about it.” 


“What did you do to him?” Deputy Clint Barton settled in next to his mate, crooning soft at the 
Sheriff when Sam turned to him with a smile. “What could you have possibly done to the guy that 
would have him retaliating by taking Mr. Parker from us?” 


Wade smiled, an eerie fangy thing that stretched the scar at his jaw into a near grotesque 
hook. “That isn’t the sorta story for Omega’s to hear.” 


“Shit.” Sam sighed, rubbing at his closely shorn scalp. “Alright then. You and this Francis 
character have awful history together and now Francis has taken Peter. I’ve got a dead guy on the 
floor and a door no longer connected to the rest of the cell. Wade, is this something I can help 
with? Myself and my Deputies or even Marshal Trevor or Lieutenant Van Dyne? Anything I can do 
to keep the issue from circling back to Wolf Canyon. We’ ve barely put ourselves back together 
after the fire and losing Mr. Pierce, the last thing I need is some blood feud tipping it all back to 
chaos again. Can we help?” 


“Aw Sheriff, you don’t wanna help me.” Wade tried for sarcastic, but the words sounded unhinged 
even to his ears, his voice strained and anxious and thick over his fangs. “This is the sorta mess 
you and that pretty mate of yours should steer clear of.” 


“He’s right you know.” The Omega Clint was almost all the way deaf in one ear, but he still read 
lips just fine and he predictably preened under the compliment from the dangerous Alpha. “Sheriff, 
Iam very pretty.” 


“The most delicate rose, sweetheart.” Sam replied automatically, and even Marshal Trevor had to 
smile at the mated pair. “Wade, you’ve helped me and this department and this town out on more 
than one occasion, especially in the last year with Pierce and Rumlow. I’d be happy to ride at your 
side to get your mate back.” 


“T appreciate the thought, but it’s fine. I'll go alone.” Wade scratched at his cheek and then down 
his arm, his ruined skin itching and stinging from the flying dirt and dust from his breakneck speed 
ride into Wolf Canyon. “There uh-- there ain’t no redemption where I’m going and a good man like 
you doesn’t need his hands this level of dirty.” 


“Do you need a fresh horse, at least?” 


“Arthur can take me, but thank you.” Wade shook his head. “I'll be heading out at first light from 
Ms. Vanessa’s. You want me to take that body with me? I can get rid of it out past the bluffs.” 


“T can handle a dead body, Mr. Wilson.” Sam waved him off. “Let me know if you change your 
mind about help.” 


“Obliged, Sheriff.” Wade got to his feet again, closed a fist over his heart in a respectful goodbye to 


the other Alphas, then tipped his head to Clint. “Deputy Barton. Stay gorgeous.” 


“Cheers, Mr. Wilson.” Clint returned, amused, but once the door slammed shut behind the huge 
bounty hunter, the Omega sagged against his mate and exhaled, “Oh my god. I was honestly 
worried for my life there. ve never seen Wade that mad ever.” 


“T would’ ve shot him if you hadn’t vouched for him Sheriff.” Marshal Trevor still looked 
uncomfortable over it all. “We’ve got a busted cell and a dead body and just let a man walk out the 
door with murder in his intentions. What do you want to do about any of those issues?” 


“Bury the dead one out back where we put the last of Pierce’s men.” The Sheriff decided. “Or just 
toss him into the gorge and let the buzzards eat him. If he’s the sorta fella that would come riding 
into town with the whole point of causing a ruckus with Wade Wilson, he’s not the sort I want to 
deal with any longer than necessary. Just get rid of him. We’ll get the cell cleaned and Clint, I want 
you to check with the blacksmith, see about getting those bars straightened out.” 


“You're really just going to let him go out hunting this Francis character?” Steve shed his jacket 
and holster, rolling up his sleeves so he could haul the dad body away. “Wilson is half feral right 


” 


now. 


“Oh, there’s no half about it.” The Sheriff shrugged. “But this is the Wild West, Marshal Trevor, 
not the civilized East. I’d tear this desert apart with my bare hands, leave any number of bodies in 
my wake if someone ever took my mate from me, so the last thing I’m going to do is stop someone 
else in that position.” 


The Marshal was quiet, understanding, and after another moment Sam added, “Wade Wilson’s soul 
belongs to the Devil and whatever’s left of his heart belong to Peter Parker. It’s best for everyone 
involved if we just stay the hell out of the way. Trust me.” 
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Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 


Vanessa took a long drag at her cigarette and blew the smoke out in a lazy plume as she watched 
Wade bathe in the clawfoot tub set in her chambers. The Alpha was scrubbing too hard at his 
sensitive skin, lathering the harshly scented soap then using the rag rough to clean off the grime 
and stink of the last several days. It almost hurt to watch and Vanessa winced sympathetically 
when Wade’s skin turned red and chafed beneath the abuse. 


“Darling, you'll scrub your skin right off at that rate.” She tapped her cigarette on the tray to 
loosen the ashes, then took another drag. “Self abuse by way of aggressive cleaning isn’t one I’ve 
heard before, but it doesn’t surprise me, you bringing new oddities to my whore house.” 


Wade just grunted at the pointed teasing and the Omega sat up to flick another softer cloth his 
direction, then to toss one of her own perfumed soap bars into the bath. “Be gentle, Wade Wilson. 
Lord knows the world certainly isn’t kind to you, the least you could do is wash gently enough to 
not cause yourself additional pain.” 


“Long baths and perfumed soaps are for--” 


“For whores?” she finished, cocking a challenging eyebrow, and Wade retorted, “For pretty 
Omegas and lovely, soft women. Not for Alphas with murder on the mind.” 


“My God, you’re dramatic.” Vanessa just sighed at him, entirely unimpressed with his bluff and 
bluster. “You’re lucky I let you in here at all, you know. I should have sent you to Ms. Natasha’s 


boarding house to clean up then made you buy me dinner before I listened to your complaining.” 


“Buy you dinner? You’ve got Happy so wrapped around your little finger, neither you nor your 
whores have paid for a meal downstairs since you moved in.” he snorted and she nodded in self- 
satisfied agreement. “And the /east you could do is listen to me, seein’ as how it’s your fault Pete’s 
gone.” 


“My fault?” Vanessa barked an unamused laugh. “Wade Wilson, there isn’t a person alive that 
could tell Peter Parker what to do. That Omega does what he likes, when he likes and to hell with 
anyone who tries to get in his way. I couldn’t have made Peter stay here if I had begged and to be 
perfectly honest, I came very close to doing exactly that.” 


She stubbed out her cigarette and ran her hands through her short cropped hair, blowing out a long 
sigh. “I tried to get Peter to stay, alright? I asked him and damn near pleaded with him and 
reminded him how good the money would be come spring and tried to guilt him into staying 
because we are friends... that Omega only batted his eyes and smiled and disappeared anyway.” 


Vanessa slanted a rather pointed look towards the still bathing Alpha. “Perhaps if you had actually 
been around, my friend and highest earning whore wouldn't’ have turned tail and ran.” 


Wade stepped dripping from the bath and grabbed for a soft towel to pat down with, clenched his 
jaw and admitted near inaudible, “Yeah. Maybe I should’a been here. Pete asked me t’be here and 
I-- I shouldn’t’ve been such an asshole. Should’a just came back when he wanted me to.” 


“Christ.” Vanessa’s lovely mouth dropped right open in shock at the quiet confession. “I never 
thought I’d see the day. Is the ferocious Wade Wilson finally admitting to--” 


“Nothing.” Wade shook his head, pulled himself together and didn’t allow himself to be vulnerable 
even with Vanessa who had known him years, Vanessa who had introduced him to Peter with a 
knowing glint in her eye, Vanessa who had allowed Wade to break her rules and to monopolize 
Peter’s time when she didn’t allow any other Alpha or Beta or Omega to do the same. 


He couldn’t let himself be vulnerable even with her, because if he were vulnerable he might 
collapse and he had to find Peter /irst. 


“No, I’m not admittin’ to nothin’.” The Alpha dried off quickly, then reached for the new clothes 
Vanessa had sent one of her workers to purchase. “The thing is, I owe that Omega a debt. Pete’s in 
trouble cos of me and I aim to fix that. Plain and simple.” 


“Sure.” Vanessa didn’t bother pretending not to notice his lie. “And the man you killed in the 
Sheriff's office? That was because you owe Peter a debt too, isn’t that right.” 


“Damn you, Omega.” Wade growled a frustrated curse. “Leave it alone, would you?” 


“T’ve known you a long time, Wade Wilson.” the Omega tilted her head and crooned comfortingly 
at him. “I can promise it wouldn’t bring the world to an end for you to admit you love Peter.” 


“You think?” Wade shoved his legs into the trousers then struggled to get the shirt over his 
washed-raw shoulders. Vanessa was right about his self abuse, his causing more discomfort as 
some form of self punishment but Wade couldn’t think about that just like he couldn’t think too 
long about Pete without wanting to rage. 


“The moment word got out that I preferred Pete, he got snatched.” the Alpha bit out. “Sure seems 
like a bad idea to admit any sorta feelings for that Omega, you know? With my luck, I'd tell Pete 
how I feel and he’d be dead by sunrise. What good would that do any one?” 


“T suppose if you look at it that way, it seems like a bad idea.” Vanessa rolled her eyes to hide her 
worry and her sympathetic heartbreak for both the ferocious Alpha and the equally feisty Omega he 
loved. “But you’re going after him anyway.” 


“S’my fault he got snatched, I should be the one to rescue him.” 
“And that’s the only reason to do this sort of thing.” she murmured. “Isn’t that right?” 


Wade didn’t answer and before Vanessa could bring up anything else to make the Alpha growl and 
fuss, a quick knock at the door admitted one of her workers with the message that Wade’s 
requested supplies had been delivered downstairs. 


“T couldn’t gather up much on such short notice.” Vanessa unfolded the list and handed it to Wade 
so he could see everything she’d crossed off fulfilled. “But it’s enough to get you on the road and 
at least as far North as the doctor.” 


“M’not going North that way.” Wade scanned the list to see what else he’d need to stop and gather 
in the next nearest town. “But thanks all the same.” 


“You are going North that way.” The Omega folded her arms, not about to take no for an answer. 
“You broke my best whore’s heart and chased him away cos you’re a stubborn knot head Alpha 
and now my bottom line is suffering. As payment for that and for being absolutely insufferable--” 


Wade cracked a reluctant smile and she chuckled at him, “--As payment for that, you can deliver a 
handful of letter from Eva, do you understand?” 


“T’m aimin’ to kill someone, not play mail delivery.” Wade bared his fangs in a huff, but Vanessa 
only laughed at him, “Oh please, Wade Wilson. I’m not scared of you. Besides, the Doctor knows 
everything that happens in these territories, it’s a good bet he’s heard news of any sort of trouble 
involving Francis lately. Take the letters, ask him for some information, go find Peter.” 


The Alpha grumbled and growled when she held up the stack of letters and pointedly dropped them 
in his bag. “M’ only delivering them cos I’m afraid Eva will stab me if I don’t.” 


“That is a perfectly valid fear.” Vanessa rolled off her bed, gathering the folds of her long robe 
around her slim frame and crossing the room to stand in front of the fearsome bounty hunter. She 
was tall for an Omega but she still had to tilt her head back to meet Wade’s eyes and she waited 
patiently until he quit dodging her gaze and finally looked at her square on. 


“Wade.” Vanessa flattened her small hand to his chest, spreading her fingers over the bumps and 
ridges of scars beneath the thin shirt and letting the corner of her mouth lift into a knowing smile 
when she felt his heartbeat tick up in response to her touch. “Be careful, please.” 


“T’m going to rescue Peter.” The Alpha stated flatly. “Not hurt him.” 


“T meant you be careful.” she clarified, raising her voice when Wade scoffed and tried to move 
away. “Wade! You say you don’t have a soul but your eyes wouldn't look like that if you were 
really as heartless as you pretend.” 


Vanessa softened her tone again. “Be careful. Many an Alpha has snapped feral for less than this, 
many an Alpha has been lost because their chosen mate chooses someone other than them or 
because their Omega is taken away before the chance to properly bond. With Peter you run the risk 
of both those things but you also run the risk of that Omega full rejecting you out of some 
horrifying and stubborn sense of self preservation. I don’t want to see you hurt.” 


“The Omega weighs like eight pounds. Even with that pea shooter pistol and his dagger he couldn’t 
hardly hurt a butterfly.”” Wade scoffed, but when Vanessa only looked at him, he finally nodded a 
few times. “Fine. Fine, I'll be careful.” 


“See that you are.” she smoothed her hands down his shirt and tugged at the fabric teasingly. “I 
rather like you, even with your bullshit and growling and general disregard for my rules.” 


Wade cupped her chin carefully in a huge, calloused hand, running his thumb almost gently over 
the curve of her jaw. “Ill see you around, Vanessa.” 


“Will you?” Vanessa smiled sadly. “Or is this goodbye for good, cos you’ ll never come this way 
again?” 


“Time will tell.” Wade bent and kissed her just once, just lightly, a quiet appreciation for how 
she’d shown him kindness back when he’d been so lost, a heartfelt thank you for the way she’d 
brought Peter into his life and inadvertently saved his soul. “Thank you.” 


“Go well with you, Wade Wilson.” Vanessa smiled and tried not to feel quite so certain that she’d 
never see the Alpha again. “When you find your mate, tell him hello for me.” 


“Pete’s not my--” 


“Oh shut up about that already.” she laughed a little to hide her tears and pushed him out the door. 
“None of us ever believes you when you say it!” 
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The moon was still out when the black stallion Arthur left Wolf Canyon at a gallop, following the 
train tracks out of town and then turning into the hills and disappearing into the early dawn 
shadows beneath the trees. 


Wade sat high in Arthur’s saddle, swords strapped to his back and pistols holstered at his thighs, a 
rifle on the saddle and additional bags loaded full with minimal supplies and maximum weapons. 


“T’m coming for you, Pete.” the Alpha muttered, fangs glinting in the patches of moonlight as they 
rode East. “My mate. ’m coming for you.” 


Just hold on. 
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Chapter Notes 


BOY HOWDY do I love this version of Wade. One of the best things about Wade is that 
he can be as violent or non violent as we want and STILL be perfectly in character cos 
in comics and in movies we see him brutally murdering people but also then like... 
hanging out with a snack or being ultra soft with not just the people he loves but also 


sometimes with the people he saves and this Western version of him is a nice mix of 
both. 


Brat/Brute-- will I ever get tired of that line in a spideypool fic? NEVER. 


T really love his and Sam’s mutual respect. If you read LAL you saw the absolute sh*t 
Sam was put through by Pierce and Co for being a POC in a position of power, and 
Sam and Wade only interact like twice in that entire fic but the respect they have for 


each other really shines through. 


Omega!Clint “Yes, Iam very pretty” I adore him. He and Sam are excellent especially 
in the background of dramatic pairings. They love each other unconditionally and are 
always so dedicated to each other and I actually can’t believe past!me didn’t think 
there was any chemistry in FalconHawk, it’s honestly bonkers. 


I don’t write much Vanessa/Wade just like I don’t write much Pepper/Tony but with 

both those pairings, even in a platonic sense the women are directly responsible for a 
lot of the best parts of those men and ignoring their influence doesn’t seem right so I 
definitely wanted at least a quick scene with Vanessa and Wade. 


Kidnapped 


Wolf Canyon 
Father Coulson’s Church 
Five Months Ago 


“Forgive me Father, for I have sinned and it has been so very long since my last confession.” The 
Omega was teasing as he sauntered into the priest’s office and perched on the edge of the desk. 
“Are you ready to hear all the egregious and appalling acts I’ve been up to lately?” 


“Mr. Parker.” Father Coulson put his pencil down and folded his hands, smiling congenially over 
Peter’s attempt to tone down his usual brash lipstick and to button his blouse to his collar. “You 
didn’t have to dress up to enter the sanctuary, you know. All are welcome in this space and you are 
welcome to come as you are.” 


“Everyone says that until I walk in wearing the same outfit their Alpha took off me the night 
before.” Peter’s dark eyes flickered in what might have been turmoil, so Father Coulson motioned 
politely to the chair and asked, “What’s on your mind, son?” 


Peter sat himself carefully in the chair, arranging the folds of his longest skirt down so it covered 
his ankles and tugging his shirt further to cover his stomach, then up again to cover his shoulders. 
“Father Coulson, do you think--” 


“Mr. Parker.”’ Father Coulson held up a hand when the Omega fidgeted with his clothing again. 
“Please. Don’t feel the need to cover up any more than you are, I am neither bothered by your 
outfit or judging you for your apparel. What do you want to ask me?” 


Peter chewed at his bottom lip nervously a moment before finally asking softly, hesitantly, “Do 
you think people like me deserve happily ever after or do you think we’re doomed to damnation in 
this life and the next?” 


“People like you.” the priest repeated. “You are asking if I think whores get into heaven.” 


“T don’t care about heaven.” the Omega shook his head negatively. “I’ve listened to your sermons 
and frankly, heaven sounds boring. I am asking--” 


He swallowed. “I am asking if you think I’ve ruined the chances for a peaceful, beautiful life. 
Have my choices up to this point doomed me to never ending stress and misery and loneliness or-- 
or if I leave Wolf Canyon and stop working in a whorehouse and maybe even find someone who 
would be willing to bond and make an honest, proper Omega out of me, do you think I could have 
a happy life if I do all that or do you think I’m so far down this path that I’m...that I’m ruined.” 


“Ruined.” Coulson repeated. “Ruined in what way?” 


“Father.” Peter tried to smile. ““There’s no need to mince words, both you and I know what I am 
and how I have lived and just how far I am from ever being even slightly the sort of Omega to 
make it to heaven. Do you think I am ruined or do you think there’s a chance for a happily ever 
after, even for someone like me.” 


“Do you feel guilty for your life, Mr. Parker?” the priest questioned, and Peter shook his head, 
“No, I’ve done whatever was necessary to survive and no one should be able to condemn me for 


that.” 


“Do you think your life as a whore makes you undeserving of future happiness?” Father Coulson 
pressed gently. “And potentially a mate that treasures you?” 


“That’s what I’m asking you.” 
“And it’s what J’m asking you, Mr. Parker. Do you think that?” 


The Omega frowned, hesitating, and Father Coulson reached to pat Peter’s slim hand. “Mr. Parker, 
I think any God that would judge us and withhold happiness simply because of what we had to do 
to survive the trials and tribulations of this world is a God I wouldn’t speak of from my pulpit.” 


Peter’s lips parted curiously, and Father Coulson continued, “If our Heavenly Father would take 
away our hope of forever because this often times terrible world steers us down paths others would 
condemn-- what sort of Father would He be?” 


“Others would condemn.” Peter whispered. “Do you condemn me Father?” 


“No more than I condemn the Deputies I gamble with on Friday nights and the unbonded mothers I 
host for breakfast alongside Ms. Potts and Ms. Natasha.” The Father replied mildly. “No more than 
I condemn Madame Vanessa when she comes to my table Sunday nights and eats from my plate 
while we talk.” 


“So you don’t condemn me at all, then.” Peter had seen all of that, had seen the Father playing 
cards with Sheriff Sam and Marshal Rhodes, serving breakfast to the unbonded mothers, laughing 
with Vanessa on Sunday nights when the crowds at Happy’s place were sparse. “And you think I 
still deserve happiness. You think I could find happiness.” 


“Peter.” Father Coulson said softly, seriously. “You and every other soul that has stood at the very 
edges of life and stared into the worst the world has to offer and been laid low, hurt but never 
broken-- you and all those others deserve every bit of happiness you can hold in your hands and 
close to your heart.” 


“You do-gooder holy men.” Peter tried to smile, though his eyes clouded over with tears. “You 
would offer hope even to the whores?” 


“T would offer hope to a young man in my town that I’ve come to care very much about.” the 
Father corrected quietly. “Tell me, Mr. Parker. Is this goodbye? I’ve heard the rumours but I 
wasn’t sure whether or not to put any stock into them. Are you leaving Wolf Canyon?” 


“T haven’t decided yet, but I know whatever happiness you think I deserve and I can only dream of 
finding certainly isn’t here in this dusty, cattle crowded frontier town.” The Omega tried for 
another teary smile, and drew a heart on the desk with his finger. “Have a nice day, Father 
Coulson.” 


“Will I see you in church on Sunday?” 


“Absolutely not.” Peter readjusted his blouse so it fell off his shoulders and winked scandalously at 
the priest. “But thank you for talking with me anyway.” 
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Western Territory 


North of Copper’s Cross 
Present Day 


Over the course of his... career...Peter had been tied down or tied up often. Cowboys had a thing for 
lassos and hog tying, soldiers needed control after selling their body and soul to a war that had 
ended badly for everyone involved, Betas liked to roleplay Alpha but didn’t have the hormones and 
biological directives that could render an Omega whimpering helpless so they used ropes, Omegas 
liked to play with silk and satin to experience the novelty of dominating instead of being dominated 
and the law enforcement... 


...well, the law enforcement sure loved their handcuffs. 


Peter had been willingly tied down to his bed countless times but only once had a session turned 
dangerous. The tying had to be negotiated ahead of time, gags were never allowed, someone had to 
be posted outside the door to listen in case anything went wrong-- Madame Vanessa had taken 
every step possible to ensure her worker were always as safe as possible in any given situation so 
only once had a situation with a john and ropes turned dangerous. 


Only once had things been miscommunicated and the situation spiraled out of control with an 
Alpha too close to rut to have any sort of sensibility around him and Peter who had missed the 
signs of it as they’d talked. It had been over almost as quickly as it began, Peter had screamed for 
help the second the knots tightened painful at his wrist and he knew his objection hadn’t registered 
through the Alpha’s red tinted eyes. 


He’d screamed for help and before the Alpha could move to do anything Vanessa had broken 
through the door with one of the Sheriff's deputies at her side and yanked him away. 


It was all over in the blink of an eyes but it had been nevertheless terrifying for those few helpless 
seconds and though Peter had gone right back to work a few minutes later and laughed off the 
incident about rut-horny Alphas, he’d been shaken for days. The Omega had started studying knots 
and restraints that very same night, he’d ordered books from Mr. Lee and took lessons from Deputy 
Barton and practiced practiced practiced until he was sure no one would ever be able to tie him 
down unwillingly again. 


Years of strife had taught the Omega to be fearless but a single incident had taught Peter to be an 
escape artist and now as the sun started to rise after his abduction from the train, Peter put both 
those skills to work to free himself from the bindings Francis had used to strap him into the saddle. 


It took a few attempts to gain some slack in the rough ropes but eventually Peter managed to twist 
his long fingers enough to work the bulky knots free. Beneath the cover of not-quite-dawn 
shadows, the Omega rubbed the feeling back into his chafed hands then surreptitiously tied a 
deceptively complicated looking but entirely simple knot into the rope and slipped his wrists back 
through. He had to fake a coughing fit to disguise bending his head and using his teeth to pull the 
end pieces tight enough to be convincing, but by the time the first bright rays splashed across the 
hilly terrain and illuminated the land around them, Peter was for all intents and purposes still 
securely tied to his horse and entirely at his captor’s mercy. 


Or so they all thought. 


Ain’t no strings on me, the Omega thought darkly as the gelding plodded steadily along behind at 
the tail end of the group. He was still wildly out numbered, still in heaps of danger and still running 
the risk of ending up dead should he get too mouthy with Francis but Peter wasn’t tied up anymore 
and that was enough of an advantage to calm the Omega’s mind and allow him to focus his 


thoughts elsewhere. 


Most of the men riding behind Francis in the posse could have been plucked from any number of 
benign locations around Wolf Canyon, dropped onto a ranch or into the middle of the cattle drive, 
onto a farm with a rake in their hand or even throwing down track for the railroads. They were all 
middle aged, young enough to put decades of hard work in before slowing down but old enough to 
have wrinkles at their eyes from squinting in the western sun. Their skin was leathery from the 
elements and hands calloused, knuckles swollen from previous breaks, voices gravelly from 
smoking and shouting, teeth stained from too much coffee and a nasty habit of chew. 


A group of plainly common men that could have come from any part of life on the frontier and 
instead they’d chosen this life with their rifles holstered just within reach, heads on swivel 
constantly searching the horizon, and stallions prancing aggressive cos they hadn’t been gelded and 
were mean enough to be considered a weapon on their own. 


Wade’s horse Arthur wasn’t gelded either, and the massive black horse was quite possibly meaner 
than his owner though both the horse and the Alpha had an undeniable soft spot for Peter. The first 
time Peter had gotten close enough to touch Arthur, Wade had jumped forward to snatch him back 
but Arthur had simply lowered his head and bumped at Peter playfully before going back to his 
food. 


In a rare moment of undisguised surprised, Wade hadn’t been able to do much more than gape as 
Peter cozied up to the stallion and crooned sweet things into the velvety ears and when the Omega 
had turned with a triumphant smile and cocky expression, Wade had reached for him and-- 


--No. 


Peter sat up straighter in the saddle, open mouth inhaled the crisp morning air in an effort to clear 
his mind from any thoughts of Wade Wilson and made a concentrated effort to refocus his thoughts 
on his captors. 


Francis ran with mostly Alphas, which was to be expected. Gender stereotypes were slowly 
changing but here in the Wild West it was still the Alphas who toted guns and threw their weight 
around, either keeping the peace as law enforcement or wreaking havoc as outlaws and so Peter 
wasn’t the least bit surprised to see not a single Omega within the ranks. 


At some point during the night, the posse from the train had been joined by another group that had 
been waiting in a copse of scrubby cedar trees and as the sun broke over the horizon, Peter counted 
seven additional kidnappers-- mostly Betas, which was interesting. Francis had brought Alphas to 
stop the train and had Betas waiting in the wings and that was interesting. 


Had Francis been expecting trouble on the train? Or had the Betas as the less aggressive gender 
been out on a different sort of mission for the gang leader? Francis would have to be thoroughly 
organized to keep control like that... or he’d have to be working under the orders of someone else 
who was pulling the strings, which meant Peter’s kidnapping was all part of some larger, more 
intricate plot. 


Interesting. 


The posse had grown to sixteen including Francis now, all the men dirty and trail weary and 
stinking of aggression, all eyeing Peter with a curious sort of apprehension and some eyeing him 
with different intent all together. 


The one Francis called Trey was dangerous, his scent pitch thick and aura prickly, green eyes and a 


shock of red hair that would have been comical on someone nicer but on Trey’s oversized frame 
was reminiscent of blood. He watched Peter the same way Alexander Pierce’s personal army of 
enforcers had watched the whores-- hungry and growly and with a tint to his eyes that meant Peter 
would be bruised and bleeding when the Alpha was through with him, and that no amount of Peter 
pretending he liked it rough would take the pain away. When Trey slowed his gray stallion so he 
could ride next to Peter, the Omega kept his head still and eyes straight ahead because he knew-- 
he knew that eye contact with the volatile Alpha could be disastrous. 


In stark contrast to Trey was Eugene who was clearly the youngest of the group, handsome and 
chiseled and carrying himself bigger than he really was, as if he’d been the schoolyard bully and 
was now in over his head but refused to back down. Eugene watched Peter as if he was both 
disgusted by and fascinated by the presence of a whore and Peter knew the young Alpha would be 
one that would hold onto his pride all night before following an Omega upstairs, but then would be 
angry when he finished far too quickly. 


Peter didn’t look when Trey came to his side, but every time Eugene tried to sneak another glance 
at him, the Omega clicked his tongue and trilled and purposefully laughed /oud when the Alpha 
blushed and turned away. 


Alphas were so easy to catalogue and understand it was almost embarrassing. They were supposed 
to be the more dominant gender and the ones to rule the world but they could be catalogued and 
understood in an instant and it was embarrassing. 


Anyone who thought women and Omegas didn’t keep the world turning and day to day life 
existing was wholly and entirely misinformed. 


Francis didn’t spare Peter a single glance as they rode, keeping up the presence and important of 
being the Alpha in Charge, but his second in command Angel dropped her horse back to ride just to 
the side and slightly behind Peter. She chased Trey away with her suffocating presence, got 
Eugene to quit staring with a steady glare of her own, and when she caught Peter watching her in 
open curiosity, the Alpha parted her lips to visibly tongue at her fangs and asked, “You like what 
you see, Omega?” 


“T always did prefer my Alphas rippling with muscles.” Peter made no attempt to hide his perusal, 
dark eyes lingering at the stretch of Angel’s shoulders and the strength in her hands where they 
gripped her horse’s reins. “You certainly fit the bill.” 


Angel was beautiful in the hard edged way that female Alphas always presented-- solid lines and 
sturdy muscles and stare-worthy curves. Fangs that seemed out of place in her smaller mouth, 
pushing against her lips and roughening her husky voice to a pitch near bedroom worthy. Broad 
shoulders and thick thighs, a distinct jawline and strong neck, well muscled arms. She was 
gorgeous even with a snarl in her tone and a rifle held ready at her lap and in any other situation, 
Peter would have called dibs before any of the other whores got her upstairs. 


“You’re wasting your time, Omega.” Angel’s hold tightened at the reins when Peter’s honeysuckle 
scent lightened curiously. “Your type might be anyone with a fat purse, but you are not my type in 
the least so keep all that flirty bullshit away from me.” 


“Mmm.” Peter pursed his lips as if considering her words. “I’m too tall for you, aren’t I? Tall for 
an Omega and taller than you by a few inches most likely. I can understand how that could make 
your knot shrivel.” 


Angel’s lips twisted as if she wanted to laugh at the blatant sass, but her tone was flat, “Too tall. 
Too male. Too much Francis’s prisoner. Should I keep going or is that enough to get you to stop 


making eyes at me? I’m not interested.” 
“T’m just making conversation.” 


“By talking about shriveled knots?” Angel rolled her eyes when Peter tried and failed to muffle a 
snort of laughter. “What could that possibly accomplish?” 


“T dunno.” Peter lifted one shoulder in a shrug, allowing his shirt to fall off his collar and bare a 
patch of skin to the early morning sun. Angel glanced at it, then glanced away and Peter continued 
casually as if he hadn’t noticed, “Everyone talks to whores though. It’s almost as if I earn my living 
pretending to give a single fuck about what you and your fellow knotheads have to say.” 


“Christ Almighty you’ve got amouth on you.” 


“You too.” Peter challenged playfully. “I’m tempted to smear lipstick all over it then kiss it all 
right back off.” 


Angel made a concentrated effort not to laugh again, her jaw tightening in refusal. “That 
is not what I meant, Omega.” 


“Oh I know what you meant.” Peter lowered his voice when their conversation attracted a few 
curious glances. “I always know what an Alpha means. You all aren’t half as clever as your 
biology would have you believe.” 


Angel cocked an eyebrow as if she agreed with that particular sentiment and Peter tucked that 
reaction away for later, wondering if it meant he could sway the Alpha towards niceties in the 
future, or even less than vigilant guarding that would allow Peter to sneak the knife out of his 
trousers or steal a gun from one of the saddlebags. 


“Why did Francis take me?” The Omega asked after a moment of riding in silence, determined to 
keep Angel communicating and on his side. A talking Alpha was an empathetic Alpha and Peter 
was well versed in the art of keeping his marks-customers talking. 


“You know why he took you.” Angel deflected, but when Peter didn’t so much as blink, the Alpha 
ground her teeth and clarified, “Francis has been after Wade Wilson for years. When word came 
through that Wade had a mate, Francis knew it was his only chance to bring Wade out of hiding, 
force the guy to come to us instead of us chasing him all over these goddamn hills. This grudge has 
been years in the making and it’s high time we called it over.” 


“Where are we going, then?” 
“Does it matter?” 


“No, I suppose not.” Peter made a show of tugging at his wrists, careful not to dislodge his redone 
restraints. “I’m tied to a horse and surrounded on all sides. I am along for the ride whether I want 
to be or not.” 


“Hm.” Angel glanced at him, then glanced away. “When we heard Wilson had a mate we didn’t 
actually believe it. No Omega in their right mind would settle for a bastard like that and lookin’ at 
you, no way you didn’t have other options. You’re pretty, mouthy and brave though, I can see why 
he likes you.” 


“Wade Wilson doesn’t like me.” The Omega’s tone thinned in displeasure. “All he ever did was 
scare off my customers, monopolize my time, bruise me up and tear my clothes. The Devil can 
take him.” 


“The way I hear it, the Devil took Wade Wilson and then gave him back.” Angel leaned over and 
spit into the dirt. “And by the way? Your nose wrinkles when you lie. It happened on the train and 
happened again just now.” 


“What!” Peter’s mouth dropped in legitimate surprise. “The hell it does!” 


“Don’t get fussy.” Angel straightened when Francis turned in the saddle to motion her forward. 
“Tt’s cute.” 


“No, you’re cute.” Peter responded, more instinct than actual flirting, still too thrown by the 
realization that he had a tell when he lied and wondering if Wadeif anyone else knew about 
it. “Um, I mean--” 


Angel chuckled at having successfully thrown the clever Omega for a loop, and reminded him,,. 
“You’re barking up the wrong tree with your flirting, Omega. You are not my type.” 


“Now now, don’t knock it till you try it, sweet Angel.” He pulled himself together enough to tease, 
but she retorted, “Trust me, I’ve tried it.” 


Francis was shouting for Angel to ride up and join him, so Peter blew her a kiss and winked, “Not 
like this, you haven't.” 


The Alpha rolled her eyes again and nudged her horse into a trot to catch up to the other Alpha, and 
the second she was gone, Peter’s smile slipped away and he went right to focusing on his 
predicament, ignoring the information about his lying tell and trying to figure out some sort of plan 
to escape. 


Landmarks were all but nonexistent in this part of the territory, the terrain alternating between 
endlessly flat stretches and scratchy, scrubby cedar then crowding into uneven hills and thicker 
pines before flattening back out again into indefinite nothingness. Peter didn’t know which way 
they’d ridden from the East-West train tracks and he didn’t know if the same river that ran through 
Copper’s Cross was anywhere close or if the mountains in the distance were the ones that sat West 
of Wolf Canyon or if they were another range he’d never seen before. 


The Omega couldn’t gather anything from their travels beyond the fact they were traveling North 
based on the sun’s position and that they’d been riding long enough that Francis would have to 
either stop and let the horses rest or find somewhere to stop and switch their mounts out entirely. 


Peter needed a bathroom break but he put it out of his mind for now and kept his eyes peeled for 
any distinguishing features on the bleak horizon. The altered ropes were relatively comfortable at 
his wrists, Peter was well trained in the art of simply letting his body relax in uncomfortable 
situations so he kept his muscles loose instead of locking up and ending up sore after the long ride, 
and the horse beneath him was gentle and predictable, nickering at small pats and flicking his ears 
in acknowledgment when the Omega crooned at him. 


“When I escape these assholes, I'll take you with me.” Peter decided under his breath, and the 
horse snorted at him. “It’s going to take more than a group of dirty, cocky Alphas and a few ropes 
to keep me helpless.” 


“T didn’t survive this long by letting every little hurt and horror and heartbreak stop me.” The 
Omega swallowed back the bile and misery and /oneliness rising in his throat. “It’s certainly not 
going to stop me now. I’m going to get out of here, track down Wade Wilson and put a knife in his 
dick for getting me into this predicament, then I’m getting on a train East and never coming back.” 


“..1 am determined to find some happiness but I’m certainly not going to find it here in this 
godforsaken place. I'll get out of here or die trying.” 
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Dr. Hank Pym’s Homestead 


The door to Doctor Hank Pym’s house slammed open hard enough to bounce off the nearest wall 
and the Beta Doctor ack!ed in shock, spilling his tea and his plate of dinner all over his lap and 
stumbling to his feet to try and intercept the intruder. 


“Sit down, old man.” Wade kicked the door shut again with his foot and rolled his eyes over the 
Doctor’s scrambling. “If I was here to kill you, I’d’a done it through the window while you were 
sipping your tea, not barged in here with a bag of letters and a pile of money.” 


“No no no!” Hank darted between the huge Alpha and his table, wagging his finger warningly. 
“No no, I told you not to come back here anymore! The last time you damn near bled out on my 
floor I told you I wasn’t going to stitch you back up again!” 


“T know what you said, but I’m not here for medical help or to make eyes at your foxy mate.” 
Wade glanced around the house, into the living room and around the kitchen corner to see if the 
impeccably gorgeous Janet Pym was home. “I need some supplies and to know if you heard 
anythin’ about anyone named Francis making a ruckus in the territory.” 


“T’m a veterinarian that occasionally stitches up farmhands when there’s an accident.” Hank 
protested loudly. “I don’t know anything about the comings and goings of gun slingers and bank 
robbers and I certainly don’t have any supplies to hand off to you!” 


“You are honestly just terrible at lying.” Wade argued back flatly. “You aren’t a veterinarian, 
you’re a cranky ex Army doctor who learned how to birth a calf just to keep a little money coming 
in. You know every bit of gossip that comes through the hills cos you’re a nosy 

motherfucker. And we’ ve had this exact conversation every few months for years so I dunno who 
you’ re trying to fool right now. I got a whole list of what I need and--” 


“Now listen here!” 


“You listen here!” All levity gone from the moment, Wade turned scarlet eyes and fangs on the 
doctor, tone bottoming out savage. “They’ve got my Omega, Pym! That asshole Francis has my 
Omega and I dunno what they did to him but I know damn sure what I’m gonna do when I catch up 
with his crew! Are you going to help me or not!?” 


“Oh hell.” Hank cursed, then cursed again just for good measure. “Your mate huh, that real pretty 
Omega down in Vanessa’s place?” 


“Pete.” Wade ground his teeth together until his jaw hurt. “I mean he isn’t-- we aren’t-- Yes. That 
Omega. I made it into Wolf Canyon and had a telegram waiting for me at the office. Some bastard 
holed up in the Sheriff’s office taunting me from behind the bars that he had Pete.” 


“You killed him?” 


“Snapped his neck like a goddamn twig.” Wade plucked a cracker from Hank’s counter and 
crunched into it loudly. “He went down like a sack of flour. Waste of space and waste of time and 
now I’m chasin’ a guy that’s supposed to be dead all because they decided to snatch Peter.” 


“Supposed to be dead.” Hank paused in taking the stack of letters from Wade’s back. “Supposed to 


be? It isn’t like you to leave enough pieces for anyone to survive a run in with your gun. Was he a 
hit that you botched? Bounty you didn’t collect? Who is he?” 


“Does it matter?!” 


“Yeah it matters!” The Doctor shot back. “Do you need ties and a pistol or do you need enough 
bullets for a small army and the armor to match! Is this someone you should have let the Marshal’s 
handle and ended up getting overwhelmed or is it someone you just pissed off running that mouth 
of yours and if I help you, Pll have a target on my back?” 


“You won’t have a target on your back.” Wade grit out, scratching at his scalp irritably. “M’ gonna 
hunt Francis down and kill everyone he’s riding with, bury him myself this time just to be sure he’s 
down and under. Ill need everything you can spare, and then some. Bedroll and food, extra 
blankets so I can wrap Pete up-- all that sorta thing.” 


“Who’s Francis, Wade?” Hank tore open the first letter from Eva, his shoulders slumping in relief 
when he saw the chicken scratch penmanship. Sending the traumatized, brutalized Omega along 
with Marshal Rhodes to stay with Madame Vanessa all those years ago had been a difficult 
decision, but Hank knew it had been the right decision and when he read the first few lines of 
Eva’s letter talking about life in Wolf Canyon, he was relieved all over again. “You still haven’t 
told me why you thought he was dead.” 


“We worked a couple bank jobs back before I turned to the straight and narrow, good ol’ boy 
route.” Wade deadpanned, and Hank rolled his eyes hard enough to hurt thinking about Wade ever 
doing anything remotely approaching the straight and narrow route. “Shit happened, we couldn’t 
trust each other anymore so a job went wrong, things went boom and I ended up crawling to your 
door step so you could remove the bullet from my gut.” 


“The first step in our entirely one sided and never wanted relationship.” Hank scoffed. “T 
remember the day well.” 


“T thought Francis and the Commander got obliterated in the boom.” the Alpha couldn’t stop 
pacing, the growing anxiety about Peter driving him to move move move even though he couldn’t 
get any further down the road without the proper supplies. “I mean, it was a hell of a boom, I was 
very proud of it. The only person that I knew saw daylight again was Cable and he’s blown half to 
shit. He’s hunkered down in a town a few days out from here trying to drink himself to death. 
Leaves me alone and I leave him alone, had no reason to finish him off since it was Francis and the 
Commander that were tryin’ to set me up back then.” 


“So things went ‘boom’.” Hank made quotation marks in the air sarcastically, and Wade’s eyes 
flickered scarlet again in annoyance. “And from the rubble crawled some asshole who waited all 
this time to snatch your mate and draw you out into a shoot out at high noon?” 


“There’ll be no shoot outs, no honor, no facing each other down in the dusty street.’ Wade denied 
vehemently “Pll put a bullet in his back while he’s running away, I don’t give a damn. They took 
my-- they took Pete, goddamnit. This is war.” 


The Alpha whirled around and pinned Hank with a stare. “You travel around working so 

I know you hear shit. You always have an idea about what’s happening in the territory and if not 
you, then your wife. What have you heard about Francis or the Alpha he travels with, Angel? 
Anything about her?” 


“T’ve heard some murmurings about a real intense lady Alpha, black hair, blacker soul.” Hank set 
the letters aside and held out his hand for the list of Wade’s needed supplies. “She’s got a posse of 


about seven that rides with her and I can’t say if your man Francis is one of them, but she’s 
definitely one that sticks out in a crowd so I didn’t miss her. You know her?” 


“They rode together back in the day too, but she was never around for the jobs. Guess he bumped 
her up in rank once I tried to unalive him.” Wade finally took a seat at the table, arms folded tight 
over his chest. “What have you heard about Angel’s movements? Is she headed anywhere 
particular?” 


“T got a call out to St. Margaret's a few weeks, little parish village about half a days ride out.” Hank 
said slowly. “Definitely saw Ms. Angel and far too many gunslingers for so quiet a town when I 
sat for a bite at the tavern. That place mean anything to you?” 


“We used it as a base between robberies, it’s close enough to the rail lines and roads for a quick 
escape and far enough out of the way to not have any law enforcement accidentally stumble in.” 
The Alpha nodded a few times. “Tavern owner named Weasel was always willing to let us stay 
there, held onto our money for a while too. Sly bastard but willing to be loyal for the right amount 
of gold. That’s where I'll head next. You got everything on my list? Extra bags for me to haul it 
in?” 


“T got it, I got it.” Hank ran his finger down the list. “It’s gonna cost you though.” 


“T’ve got money.” Wade motioned to the pile of letters again. “Bottom of the bag there, should be 
enough to cover it.” 


“Tt’s enough.” Hank picked up the pile of money and sighed. “I’ve stitched you up so many times I 
dunno how there’s a single inch of you not scarred. You go up against old bank robbing buddies 
half feral cos they’ ve got your mate and when it’s all said and done there might not be any pieces of 
you left to sew back together.” 


“Don’t act like you care, old man.” Wade traced a scar on his forearm, one Hank had stitched 
together just last year when a fight with a mark had gone south and Wade had been hacked about to 
the bone. “You get paid coming and going in this arrangement, first for the weapons and then for 
the medical care and if I bleed out on the floor, you can bury me in a shallow grave out back with 
all the other that people that don’t survive your quack doctoring.” 


“Quack doctoring?!” 


“Quack quack, doc!” Wade raised his voice when the Beta blustered up offended at him. “Go get 
me some goddamn firepower!” 


“You uh-- you think this is gonna kill you?” Hank motioned for Wade to follow him out to the 
house and towards the barn where he kept a near arsenal of surrendered military grade rifles and 
enough ammunition to start a war all over again. He was doctor, veterinarian, nosy old man and 
weapons supplier to a select few that came knocking on his door and Wade Wilson was a long time 
customer, so Hank let the Alpha bounty hunter right into the well fortified space behind the false 
wall in the back. “This thing at St. Margaret's. Could be an ambush if it’s so obviously a place you 
used to frequent.” 


“So long as I get Peter out before I die, I don’t give a shit.” Wade bared his fangs in a smile that 
was more resignation than it was determination. “Besides, it’d be nice to rest a while, even if it is 
in a grave.” 


“Ain’t no rest for the wicked, Wade Wilson.” Hank handed him one of the rifles he’d bought from 
the last train of soldiers heading back East. “And you are certainly wicked.” 


“That I am.” Wade held the rifle to his eye to check the barrel and the sights. “So I'll be sure to 
come back and haunt your ass.” 
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Wade Wilson rode away into the horizon an hour later with extra saddle bags full of supplies and 
fully outfitted with twice as much weaponry as he’d had originally. Arthur didn’t falter a single 
step beneath the additional load and Wade ran his hand gratefully up the curve of the horse’s neck 
as they thundered towards St. Margaret's. 


Hank watched him go from the door of his house and as the Alpha faded into the distance, the 
doctor did the sign of the cross over his heart and murmured a quiet prayer to whichever saints 
might be listening. 


“That won’t help, you know.” His mate came downstairs and tucked herself into his side, laying 
her head on his shoulder. “There is no salvation around that man.” 


“T know.” Hank hugged her close. “I was praying for the souls of the men he’s going to kill. No 
matter what they’d done, no one deserves to die the way they will die for taking his Omega.” 


“T think if you take someone’s mate you deserve neither prayers nor mercy.” she decided. “Perhaps 
the good Lord will grant Mr. Wilson a longer stay on this Earth for meting out what will surely be 
Biblical levels of justice.” 


“Are you condoning murder, my gentle mate?” Hank feigned surprise and Janet only laughed at 
him and demanded, “Come inside, my love. You’ll catch your death of cold out here. Come 
along.” 


“Coming, dear.” 
5 


Hank took one last look at the shadows in the distance, then closed the door against the 
encroaching night, leaving the Alpha and the war horse to whatever havoc they intended to wreak. 


May God have mercy on their souls. 
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Chapter Notes: 


I love the opening scene with Father Coulson. Since often times priests and pastors in 
small towns are shown in media (and honestly, unfortunately IRL) as being on the 
*backwards* side of change and progress and unconditional unacceptance, I really 
wanted to highlight just how None of That Father Coulson is. Like obviously he wasn’t 
like that in LAL, but I really love this scene because it proves just how great he really 
is and for anyone who is even slightly familiar with religious/Biblical stories, the 
significance and parallel of a whore and a holy man (Mary Magdalene and Jesus) was 
too good to leave out. 


Also Peter asking if he deserves love and happiness after the way he’s lived his life- I 
think that’s a question that any of us who struggle with addiction, mental health or 
even just a life that skewed off into decisions we never thought we’d make have asked 
and the answer is YES we still deserve it and so does Peter. 


Peter being smart with his knots and trying to track landmarks and clocking all the 
people in the group so he can be as prepared as possible-- we love a smart Omega. 


Not that it matters but “Trey” is a play on_T-RAY who is a hardcore Deadpool villain 
and Eugene is actually Flash Thompson’s real name and I know I don’t write Flash as 
a villain but the line about how he was most likely a highschool bully who was now in 
over his head was too fun to pass up. 


Hank Pym coming in our cranky doctor! I enjoy that entire interaction and is that 
foreshadowing I smell on the future about Cable and a bigger baddie than Francis??? 
WHY YES IT IS! 


Thanks for reading! And if you want to chat about the fic, here’s my TUMBLR ASK 
BOX! 


Ambush 


Chapter Summary 


This Chapter is long (for this fic, not for me in general) but I didn't want to break it up 
and honestly, I'm proud of the shoot out scene and didn't want to wait to post it. 
Cheers! 


“All m’sayin’ is, Francis is inviting trouble pissin’ off that bounty hunter.” The Alpha grunted as 
he pulled the saddle from the gelding. “Grabbin’ someone’s mate is a sure way to get killed and 
it’s gonna be us taking that bullet.” 


“Dunno why we gotta get pulled into that old feud anyway.” Another commented, retrieving an 
extra bedroll for their Omega prisoner. “Thought we joined up with Angel to rob a few banks and 
make some money, not to babysit a whore and help Francis chase down Wilson. I heard that guy 
cut someone’s head off a while back. Pulled one’a them swords off his back and took a head right 
off, kicked it out into the street and laughed when it bounced.” 


“He’s stone cold crazy, that one.” the first Alpha agreed. “Francis has been chasin’ him for years 
and snatching the Omega is the best way to get him, but I dunno if I want to deal with all the hell 
Wilson will set after us once he knows we’ ve got his mate.” 


“His mate?” the other Alpha shot a look towards Peter who was sitting placid and calm tied to the 
base of a nearby tree. ““Seems’ta me like the brat doesn’t give a damn about Wilson. Trey says on 
the train he denied being Wilson’s mate at all. Said Francis was wasting his time with all this. We 
haven’t stopped riding for damn near two days now and the kid hasn’t said anything at all. Waste 
of time.” 


“T can hear you, by the way.” Peter only had to raise his voice a notch to be clearly heard by the 
Alphas, and his smile tipped smug when they both startled and stared at him. “And I don’t 
appreciate being called a brat, especially when I’m sure I’ve been nothing but accommodating of 
your attempt at kidnapping.” 


“Attempt?” one of them snorted. “You're tied to a tree, Omega.” 


“T suppose I am.” Peter agreed mildly, as if he hadn’t already redone the rope attached to his ankle 
and the tree trunk, or the ones at his wrists. “But still. The name calling seems unnecessary.” 


“And you're right, you know!” The Omega spoke louder when the Alpha pair tried to move away. 
“I don’t give a damn about Wade Wilson! In fact, Pll stay with you willingly so long as you give 
me a chance to stab him when we find him!” 


The only response was Peter’s traveling bag hitting the ground with a dusty thump as the Alpha’s 
grumbled under their breath and moved the gelding away to be tied up alongside the other horses. 
The entire group was wholly unsettled by Peter’s presence and the way the Omega didn’t appear to 
be worried in the slightest by his predicament, and Peter found it all rather funny. 


Of course, Peter was well aware that his situation could move from amusing to dangerous with 
nothing more than a word from Francis or an Alpha like Trey deciding to ignore Angel’s orders to 


‘leave the whore alone’, so once his kidnapper’s attention had turned from watching him to 
preparing a camp for the night and starting a fire for dinner, the Omega set to work trying to give 
himself any advantage possible over next few days events. 


This was the most he’d been left alone in over twenty four hours, so Peter wasted no time moving. 
Inch by inch the Omega scooted himself around the tree trunk so he wasn’t directly facing the fire 
and the camp, angling his body so his hands were hidden. From this position, the entire camp was 
still visible while at least half of Peter’s body was obscured by the shadows, allowing him not only 
the chance to closely observe the posse while they remained unaware of his scrutiny, but also the 
cover to slip his altered restraints and and dig into his traveling bag in relative privacy to obtain a 
few items. 


The sewing kit in Peter’s bag had been overlooked when one of the Alphas on the train had taken 
his small pistol away. Even cowboys and ranch hands carried a sewing kit to repair minor tears in 
their clothing and gear, so an Omega traveling with the same kit hadn’t raised any alarm. The 
needles and thread couldn’t possibly pose any harm and there were no scissors since thread could 
simply be broken with a quick bite. The only piece remotely sharp in the kit was the seam with its 
hooked edge but even if Peter stabbed it full force into an Alphas leg or arm or chest, the damage 
caused would only amount to a small cut and a brief shock of surprise that could buy him at most a 
few seconds head start. 


No, the sewing kit was entirely benign and Peter had no intention of trying to stab anyone with the 
seam ripper. 


What the Omega did intend, however, was to use the ripper to cut through the seams of his pocket 
and get to the garter set high on his thigh. Francis hadn't bothered patting Peter down for any 
additional weapons, rightly assuming the Omega couldn’t conceal another pistol in his fitted 
blouse or trousers but incorrectly assuming Peter wouldn’t have a knife beneath his clothing should 
his journey East turn scary in the way that all women and Omegas feared. 


A knife clipped to the lacy garter on Peter's leg was useless while he was clothed but if someone 
were to take his clothes, they’d be met with the serrated edges of a four inch blade courtesy of a 
terrified Omega and the Alpha that had gifted the knife one rainy day in the spring when Peter had 
faux complained about never being spoiled. Wade had dug in his bag and retrieved the prettily 
carved knife with it's wicked edge and offered it as recompense for the torn skirt and pattern of 
bruises at Peter's thigh and Peter had laughed in delight, leaned in to kiss the Alpha and— 


—no. 


For the fifth, sixth, tenth, hundredth time since leaving Wolf Canyon Peter had to make a 
concentrated effort to drag his thoughts away from the Alpha that didn’t want him and back to the 
current situation at hand. Thinking about the day Wade had gifted him the small but deadly little 
dagger would only prompt thinking about the kiss they’d shared afterwards, the way the volatile 
Alpha had admitted in a rare moment of honesty that he didn’t want Pete to ever be scared in any 
situation, how Peter had pushed Wade into the pillows and yanked at his pants and— 


—no, goddamnit. 
Keep it together, Omega. 


Peter stabbed himself just a little when he hooked the ripper into the fabric of his pocket, drove the 
sharp end into his thigh partly to keep himself focused and partly for the reminder that Wade 
Wilson was the entire reason he was even in this mess. It hurt and the jolt of pain firmly cemented 
Peter’s mind to the moment and to his task, giving him the clarity to cut carefully at the seam of 


his pocket until he had enough space to wiggle his fingers through and touch the lace of his garter. 


The knife was strapped to the inside of his thigh and the Omega adjusted the garter strap bit by bit 
around his thigh until the handle lined up with the hole in his pocket, then inched it further up his 
leg so he would be able to wrangle it free with nothing more than a quick yank. If anyone dared to 
get close enough to be frightening, Peter could jam the sharp end into their throat faster than they 
would be able to react, and barring that, a knife twisted into the thigh hard enough would take 
down even the largest Alpha so he would be fine. 


Noise at the campfire had Peter straightening again, shifting his body weight to better disguise his 
actions while straining his eyes to recount every body in the campsite, making sure no one had 
snuck off or crept closer to him while he was busy with his plan. 


No one appeared to be even mildly interested in what the Omega was doing, everyone bent over 
their plates as supper was dished up so Peter waited another moment just to be sure, then went back 
to work. 


There was gold sewn into the lining at the bottom of his travel bag and Peter took the seam ripper 
to that next, tearing through the satiny material and scooping the coins up as quickly as he dared 
while constantly checking that no one could hear the quiet clink-clink as he gathered them into his 
palm. The top half of his under-camisole had an extra liner sewn in, a modesty piece for the 
average Omega or woman but for a whore, a convenient place to keep money while working. Peter 
already had several folded paper bills tucked into the liner and now he added the coins too, 
muffling them within the paper bills and discretely trying to adjust the camisole against his chest 
so the newly added bulk wouldn’t be obvious beneath his fitted shirt. 


Dinner would most likely be delivered by Angel again or maybe one of the Betas who wouldn’t be 
as affected by Peter's scent should he try to be flirty and sweet and cajoling. Peter would need to 
be bratty with them, demanding extra blankets and a softer pillow for the night or a coat so he had 
a place to squirrel away extra food. His gelding was tied up along the outskirts of the group of 
stallions, a blanket over it's back and with his newly situated knife, Peter could slice through the 
leads easily and get the gelding away from camp with only a few words, but he was running the 
risk of setting the excitable stallions off if he startled them in any way. 


If the opportunity to run appeared, the Omega wanted to be able to bolt without worry of freezing 
to death in the still cold nights or starving to death on the endless plains, but even with a plan 
already in motion to facilitate an escape Peter knew the best thing to do would be to wait. 


The safest idea would be to ride this whole kidnapping thing out for another day or so, get a better 
feel for the group dynamics and determine Francis’s true intentions, study the terrain or try to steal 
a map so he could figure out exactly where he was and plot a route to safety. 


Just a day or so, only enough time to gather his supplies and gather his wits then Peter would 
escape and put all this bullshit behind him once and for all. 


“Should have gone right East and not spent a month with Felicia.” The Omega whispered to 
himself, to the moonlight, to the uncaring shadows. He thumped his head back against the tree and 
blamed the pain for the tears pricking in his eyes. “Should have left years ago. Definitely shouldn’t 
have let that red eyed ragged fanged too goddamn big Alpha sweet growl me into waiting for him 
to eventually come back into town, what the hell was I thinking?” 


“T’m so stupid.” The Omega’s scent shuddered with despair, tinted sour with self loathing and Peter 
clenched his hands into fists till his nails cut into his palms bloody. “I’m so stupid, why the hell did 
I ever wait for that asshole Alpha to come back? Why did I ever think he would come back, I am 


So--” 


Footsteps heading his way and Peter gave himself half a second more to be miserable and self 
pitying, then dragged his fingers through the dust and rubbed at his eyes till they stung and the 
redness and tears could be believably attributed to the long day on the trail and lack of sleep. The 
loosened knots at his wrist were easy enough to disguise and Peter pulled one knee to his chest but 
left the tied one stretched out if he couldn’t manage a comfortable position. His bag was nudged a 
few inches away to allay any suspicion that he’d been rummaging and Peter schooled his features 
into a perfectly bland, perfectly blank nothing for whoever was moseying his way. 


“You know, for a whore you sure don’t have many self preservation instincts.” It was Francis with 
a sloppy plate of beans and biscuits for the Omega, and he motioned for Peter to drop his knee so 
the plate could be balanced on Peter’s lap. The Alpha settled against the tree just opposite with his 
own plate and watched closely while the Omega took a few bites of the food, observing Peter’s 
face for any indication of dislike or discomfort or even any indication that Peter had heard his 
previous words. 


After several moments of silence and visibility irritated with being thoroughly ignored by the 
Omega, Francis repeated, “I said, for a whore you don’t have many self preservation instincts. I 
thought your sort was supposed to adapt to any situation, charm your way outta trouble or at least 
be smart enough to do whatever it takes to placate the Alpha in charge, but you aren’t doing any of 
that. You’re mouthy and sarcastic and sassy and Angel says you damn near propositioned her, then 
laughed in her face when she rejected you.” 


“Mmhmm.” Peter scooped another bite and chewed methodically. “And that all means I have zero 
self preservation?” 


Francis narrowed his eyes. “Do you have any self preservation?” 


“You’re surprised at my behavior cos I’m not on my back offering my hole in exchange for extra 
food or protection?” Peter barely managed to hide his annoyance behind another bite. “Sorry to 
disappoint.” 


“T--” The Omega being so blunt and so crude startled Francis, and he gaped at Peter in surprise. 
“Well I-- you-- uh--” 


A shadow of a smile tilted the corners of Peter’s lovely mouth, and he set his spoon down to tilt his 
head and study Francis slowly, knowingly, starting at the closely shorn hair and letting his eyes 
linger at the sharp cheekbones and distinctive jawline. Down further to the well muscled shoulders 
and thick arms, to the narrow cut of the Alpha’s waist and pointedly waiting at the Alpha’s lap 
before thoroughly examining the length of Francis’s legs clear down to the top of his trail worn 
boots. 


The Alpha’s throat jerked as he swallowed and squirmed beneath the blatant perusal. There 
weren’t many men who could sit still when an Omega-- any Omega but especially an Omega as 
gorgeous as Peter-- spent so much time admiring, and Francis was no exception. Peter was their 
captive but he was still the most beautiful Omega most of the posse had ever seen, still show 
stoppingly stunning with his dark eyes and full lips and the way his honeysuckle scent spiced 

in interest. Francis was the captor in this situation but he was still an Alpha and hard pressed 

to resist. 


“You....” Peter dragged the word out, let the edge of the syllable curl coaxing in the way he knew 
Alphas preferred. “You... are too smart to expect me to act like that, aren’t you?” 


“Well I--” Francis blinked a few times. “I am very smart, yes.” 


“You’re wrong about what I mean to Mr. Wilson.” Peter tilted his head only minutely, showing off 
the length of his neck in a way that was meant to seem accidental but never failed to bring an 
Alpha’s attention to his throat. “But you’re too smart to expect me to play the part of helpless, 
desperate little Omega. If you were tracking me long enough to find me, you know enough about 
me to know I am not like that.” 


“And you are very scary.” Peter laughed low and husky, wanting to roll his eyes when Francis 
predictably reacted to the sound. “But I’ve been through much worse than what you and your posse 
can dole out.” 


“Well.” Francis found himself in the odd position of wanting to impress Peter, needing to 

both protect the sweetly scented Omega but also to brag about how smart he was, how much work 
he had put into this entire endeavor. “Well yes. I do know all about you and your time at Madame 
Vanessa’s and how fearless you were. But uh--” 


The Alpha wet his lips and unconsciously lowered his own tone to a comforting, rumbling register, 
“But whether you have seen far worse than what my posse would do or if you were a delicate 
flower and sweetly fainting Omega, I’m far too much of a gentleman to let my men have you.” 


“You seem the sort.” Peter softened his voice so Francis would have to lean in to listen, and smiled 
when his play for the Alpha worked perfectly. “Your accent-- Englishman? I heard they raise 
Princes there instead of the brutes the frontier seems to churn out in spades.” 


“You really don’t know who I am?” The comment about princes made Francis straighten up and 
lift his chin and his next words were cocky, “I’m not sure I believe you about Wade never talking 
about me. I am his nemesis.” 


“I’m sure you understand that myself and Mr. Wilson never spoke beyond negotiating the price for 
our meeting.” The lie came easy, and Peter rubbed at his nose to hide any tell. “What else would 
we possibly have to talk about?” 


“T doubt that though.” Clearly assuming he had the upper hand in the conversation, Francis wagged 
his finger in disagreement. “Everyone here thinks that you are Wade’s mate and since we all know 
the odds of that monster settling down anywhere are slim to none, there must be some truth to the 
rumours. A story like that doesn’t get started without some credence to it.” 


“T disagree.” Peter let his shirt slip off his shoulder when he shrugged. “I’ve heard rumours they’ re 
going to make this godforsaken territory a state, rumours that the south will secede again and start 
the war all over, rumours that the prospectors are leaving California and going North to the Yukon 
territories and swearing that there is gold beneath the ice. People will talk about anything, any 
rumours when the winter drags long and all the usual stories run dry. No sense putting stock in any 
of them.” 


Francis set his jaw and Peter just waited, knowing the Alpha wouldn’t allow the silence for long. 


“Wade and I were soldiers together, fought for the North and brought Johnny Reb to heel in all the 
awful ways we’re both real good at.” It was a war story, yet another days of glory speech, one 
Peter had heard countless times from the soldiers who wandered into Madame Vanessa’s place 
needing validation and to feel as if they were still relevant now that the war had moved on and life 
had forgotten them. “We were dishonorably discharged together, did you know that? Wade was an 
asshole even back then and he dragged me down with him. Came West to find adventure and got 
into robbing banks together.” 


The Omega kept his features very schooled, mildly interested but carefully unreactive to the story. 
He and Wade honestly didn’t do much talking and the Alpha had certainly never volunteered much 
information about his past beyond the obvious military past. The dishonorable discharge didn’t 
come as a surprise knowing Wade’s proclivities but the bank robbing was interesting. Peter had 
never taken Wade as the sort to kill for thrills or to care a single whit about money so that-- that 
was interesting. 


“He and I and our partner Nathan Summers ran havoc over the territory for a couple years.” Francis 
was still talking and Peter blinked himself back to the conversation. “We thought we were tough 
shit, had codenames-- Deadpool and Ajax and Cable-- and with our Commander we got away with 
more gold than we could carry alone. It was a good few years.” 


Francis paused, waiting for a comment the Omega wasn’t going to give him, and after a beat he 
continued, “Wade started getting jealous of his cut of the money and outta the blue, he turned on 
us. Set the explosives early on a job and about blew us to shit then rode away with the gold from 
the safe. I’ve been hunting him ever since.” 


“Revenge.” Peter suggested blandly, and Francis countered shortly, “Not revenge, retribution. 
Righting a terrible wrong. The Commander is bedridden, Cable’s all torn up so bad he can barely 
even speak proper anymore. He lives down in Hex and when I went looking for him to check on 
him, he threatened me with a bullet, blames me for what happened. Taking down Wade will be 
retribution for all the people he hurt.” 


“Hm.” Francis was lying, Peter was sure of it. The Omega couldn’t pin point just what was about 
the story that was false, but there was definitely a detail or two or ten in there that was wholly 
incorrect. Francis’s voice had dipped just slightly over the story about Wade setting explosives and 
then again when he spoke about checking on Cable, and since Peter’s entire livelihood depended 
on being able to read people’s expression and tone he knew the Alpha was lying. 


“So.” Peter slipped a biscuit into his pack then made a show of pushing his plate away as if he 
were over full. “Mr. Wilson nearly kills you, your Commander and your partner Nathan Summers-- 
Cable. You then spend the next almost five years hunting him down? Kidnap me in an attempt to 
pull him out of hiding for revenge?” 


“Wouldn’t you do the same, if it were your partners and friends and a half dozen other members of 
your crew were cut down with no warning and no explanation beyond greed?” 


There it was, there was the lie, Peter was sure of it this time. Wade Wilson didn’t understand the 
concept of greed except when it came to hoarding Peter’s time, the Alpha didn’t care a single shit 
about money or societal dynamics and yes, the bounty hunter was a stone cold killer with a 
penchant for telling morbid, horrifying jokes and smiling before putting a bullet through someone’s 
skull but Wade was not the sort to get greedy and commit mass murder. 


The greed was the lie which told Peter it was honestly revenge and not retribution that motivated 
Francis, revenge and perhaps the greed the Alpha kept insisting belonged to Wade. 


“Pete, I'd give you anything you want. 
“What if I said I wanted your soul?” 


Wade Wilson didn’t understand the concept of greed and Peter knew that just as sure as he knew 
his own name. 


“T’m sorry to have been dragged into your retribution for Mr. Wilson.” the Omega wrinkled his 


brow as if distressed by the story. “But I promise you, you’ve been oversold on whatever 
relationship that Alpha and I have. He means nothing to me--” Peter sniffed, wiped at his nose to 
negate any scrunch. “--and I mean nothing to him.” 


“And I still don’t believe that.” Francis maintained. “I know you were the only whore Wade went 
to, I know how you missed him, how you asked him to stay. People that report to me saw you 
miserable without him. You love him.” 


“T was lying about all those things.” Peter let his eyes flutter closed as if the memory pained him. 
“T get paid by the quarter hour to say nice things to anyone with coin. Wade Wilson is a dangerous 
man. Maybe I have better self preservation instincts than you think.” 


“no one could fake it so long with Wade.” Francis sounded less sure of himself now. “That Alpha 
is an animal, you’d have to love him to put up with him.” 


Even less sure than before, “You uh-- your eyed don’t go even a little gold for him?” 
“My eyes have never gone gold for anyone.” Not a lie at all. “Not even a flicker.” 
“Why not?” 


“The only gold that counts in this life is what I can hold in my hand.” Peter's smile was awful, 
heartbreakingly honest, and Francis had a split second to wonder if beneath the flirting and sarcasm 
the pretty Omega was more than likely broken. “Gold in an Omega’s eyes doesn’t mean anything if 
you can’t put a price to it, if we can’t use it to survive. I never understood why it mattered so much 
to you Alphas anyway.” 


Francis couldn’t help responding to the bald grief in the Omega’s voice, and his musky scent 
rippled with comfort, instinctively trying to soothe Peter. “You know um-- once we get done with 
Wade, I'll let you go. You can be on your way and be safe. I promise.” 


“An Alpha’s word is only trustworthy so long as his dick is hard.” Peter barked out a bitter laugh. 
“Don't waste your breath with promises.” 


Softer, purposefully tentative as if Peter could hardly get through the sentence, “I’ve been lied to 
so many times I don’t even know what the truth looks like.” He rubbed at his wrists, wincing like 
the knots were too tight and painful on his tender skin. “Mr. Wilson doesn’t mean anything to me, 
but you don’t believe me. You say you’ll let me go, but I have no reason to believe you. Such is 
life, especially here in this territory and especially for someone like me.” 


“Have a show of good faith then, to prove I’m more of the prince and less of the brute.” The Alpha 
set his own plate aside and came over to where Peter was sitting, slow and cautious with his 
movements. “I'll undo your wrists, but not your ankle tie. You can have your hands free so it’s 
easier to eat and sleep, how’s that?” 


“Oh.” Peter let his head loll back into the tree, eyes hooded and mouth parted, tongue peeking out 
pink and tempting as he trapped Francis with his gaze. The Alpha wouldn’t look away, no Alpha 
ever did, and the constant eye contact and promise of open lips would keep Francis distracted 
enough not to notice how Peter’s restraints had already been loosened and retied. “Thank you so 
much.” 


“Of course.” Francis’s eyes circled red at the edges, pointed fangs making an appearance when he 
reached to brush his fingers over the leather collar Peter’s throat. “Want me to take this off you? 
You’re not a whore anymore, no reason to wear a collar.” 


Peter slipped his untied hand into his pocket and closed his fingers around the handle of his 
dagger, then dropped all pretenses and let his bland mask fall so the Alpha could see every ounce 
of disdain in his expression as he snarled, “I don’t want you to touch me at all. Back off.” 


“Shit.” Francis jerked his hand away as if the Omega had bit at him. “Shit you-- you--” 


The Alpha retreated and Peter watched him go, never taking those cold, dark eyes off Francis until 
he was a safe distance away. “Goddamn, you almost had me. Almost had me with that whole 
act. Christ.” 


“T told you.” Peter licked at his lips, deliberately provocative. “Maybe my self preservation is better 
than you think.” 


Francis snapped off a warning growl but the noise didn’t faze the Omega, who only held up his 
wrists and asked mockingly, “Do you want to retie me? Or are you still concerned with it being 
easy for me to eat?” 


“You'll die out here in the hills if you run, so I don’t have to retie you till the morning.” Francis 
said stiffly, and Peter laughed at him the same way he’d laughed at Angel, knowing and mocking 
and fully aware that he’d won the conversation. 


“Your mate is riding into a trap.” Furious at being so easily played, Francis’s next words were 
poisonous, sharp and vindictive. “I’ve had a group of men established at every single one of 
Wade’s old haunts for days now and just in case Wade felt like beating my contact in Wolf Canyon 
to death for information, I made sure to make it seem as if I had you in one specific place while 
you’re out here in the wilderness with me. If Wade killed him before he got any information, 
anyone who might know about myself and Angel will only know we’ ve been spending all our time 
at St. Margaret's. That’s where Wade will go and that’s where he will die.” 


“And then what.” Peter readjusted his shirt to cover himself better. “You’ll kill me too? Take me to 
meet your Commander? Keep me for yourself?” 


“ll probably kill you.” Francis flipped a knife open, then closed, open and then closed. “Spread 
you out across the desert and let the birds eat you. Any Omega who does what you do and is good 
enough at it to bring a brute like Wade Wilson to his knees is an Omega who is used up and torn up 
and not worth the effort.” 


“There it is.” Peter scoffed so he wouldn’t cry. “There’s that attitude. Alphas are all sweet talk until 
they realize I don’t want to fuck them for free, and then all the sudden I’m a whore, right? Like you 
said: used up, torn up, not worth the effort.” 


The Omega scoffed so he wouldn’t sob. “You don’t scare me, Francis. You and your posse and all 
your friends. I told you, I’ ve been through worse than what you can dole out. Just do me a favor 
and bury me in my pretty clothes.” 


“Jesus.” Francis’s jaw ticked when he clenched his teeth. “You really are a cold hearted bastard of 
an Omega aren’t you?” 


Peter shrugged like he didn’t want to lean over and vomit up his terror. 
“Whatever you say.” 
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Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 


Two Years and a Few Months Previous 


“You never ask about my scars.” Wade lit the cigarette and took a slow drag as he watched the 
Omega shimmy back into the boldly blue and red colored dress. “All this time, you’ve never said a 
damn thing about them.” 


“Why would I say anything about them?” Peter adjusted the neckline of the dress so it lay wide at 
his collarbones, and looped a length of lace around his waist to notch it in fitted. “I don’t even 
notice.” 


“Don’t say you don’t notice.” It shouldn’t matter to the Alpha what a whore thought of his skin, of 
his looks and the he felt when they were naked together, but Christ it mattered so much cos this 
was Peter and Wade grit his teeth to snap, “Don’t lie to me.” 


“Alright then, I do notice.” Dark red lipstick painted onto Peter’s lips and the Omega ran some 
water through his bed rumpled curls to coax them back into something at least semi ordered. “But I 
like them, so why does it matter?” 


“You... like them.” The cigarette fell from Wade’s suddenly limp fingers, falling harmlessly into 
the porcelain ash tray and snubbing out. “What?” 


“T like this one in particular.” Peter tied up the corner of the long skirt so it hit at his thigh and 
showed just enough skin to be altogether irresistible to the next Alpha who would want to bring 
him upstairs, then crawled right into Wade’s lap and drew impossibly tender fingers over the scar 
at Wade’s jaw, the one that hooked ugly into his bottom lip and pulled every time he spoke. 


“This one right here.” The Omega’s scent was still hazy with desire, perfumed pillowy with arousal 
when he settled firmer over Wade’s bare thighs and inched closer to mouth adoration over the scar 
with his lips. “Whenever I trace it--” he whispered. “--you always smile and you might be a rough 
tough cranky Alpha, but my god do I like your smile.” 


Wade’s calloused hands tightened at Peter’s little waist, his heart hammering in his chest beneath 
the praise, beneath the gentleness. 


“This is where you tell me you like my smile too.” Peter prompted, sassy and snarky and darting in 
to bite at Wade’s earlobe teasingly. “Any second now please, I still have more money I need to 
make tonight.” 


“Brat.” Wade’s big palm fit to the back of Peter’s head, holding the Omega close for one, two, 
three seconds. “TI like your smile too.” 


“T know you do.” Peter purred, his husky laugh damn near music in Wade’s ear. “Brute.” 
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Weasel’s Bar 

St. Margaret's 

Present Day 


The Omega leaving the saloon gasped out loud when she got a good look at Wade’s face, at the 
scars and the damage and the anger blazing red in his eyes and Wade refused to let himself flinch 
over it. 


Only one person-- only one Omega-- had ever said they liked his smile and it certainly wasn’t a 
stranger in this nothing town on a hot day when Wade was ready to wreak some havoc and spill 
some blood. 


No. The stranger and her opinions and her horror didn’t matter right now. Not today. Not in the 
least. 


What mattered were the five men watching the bar from across the street, the two that had tied 
their horses up on either side of Arthur after Wade had dismounted, and the two playing chess on 
the sidewalk that were watching him closely from beneath the brim of their hats. 


Shit. 


“Jesus Christ, it’s Wade fucking Wilson.” The Alpha behind the bar paused in wiping down the 
glasses when Wade stomped through the double doors, immediately looking nervous and also 
immediately glancing towards a man sitting alone at a far table in the back. “I haven’t seen you in 
years man. Do uh-- do you look worse than you used to? I feel like you look worse than you used 
to.” 


“Weasel.” Wade grunted a greeting at the bartender that had always been not quite friend but not 
exactly an enemy, not necessarily a detriment to his life but never quite an ally either. “You still 
selling piss warm beer and watered down whiskey?” 


“Only the best for my esteemed clientele.” Weasel poured a glass for Wade, then pushed his 
greasy, stringy hair out of his eyes to get a closer look at the other Alpha. “Seriously though. You 
look worse. What the hell have you been doing all this time? After that last bank job I heard 
everything from you were full on dead to you’d escaped back to New York or one time?” 


Weasel pushed dirty glasses up his nose. “One time I heard you died but the Devil didn’t want you 
so he gave you back.” 


“The last one’s probably true.” The doors behind them opened and closed, and Wade took a long 
drink of the stale liquor, watching Weasel’s eyes dart over to some point over his shoulder. “I’ve 
been around though. Bounty hunting, mostly. There’s a lot of money to be made tracking down 
assholes for the Marshals.” 


“Were you involved in that dust up at Pierce’s place?” The door opened and closed again and 
Weasel topped off Wade’s cup. “We all heard about it. That guy owned half the land out here and I 
bet he didn’t take real well to that Sheriff going up against him like that.” 


“Sheriff Wilson’s a good man.” Wade counted two sets of footsteps the next time the doors opened 
again, and his grip tightened at his drink. “I was happy to help out, but I was only there for one of 
the events.” 


“Oh yeah?” Weasel was sweating now and Wade did him the courtesy of pretending he didn’t 
notice. “Which one were you there for?” 


“The one where Pierce let his boys drag a man up to the oak tree and damn near lynch him before 
me and the Sheriff put a stop to it.” Wade watched as Weasel’s gaze paused once and then twice 
over his left shoulder. “Pierce wasn’t going to listen to reason, so I put my gun to his face and told 
him I wasn’t the sort to kill anyone who didn’t have a price tag on their head, but I’d make an 
exception for a bigot like him.” 


“God damn.” Weasel laughed, high pitched and anxious as the doors opened and closed again. 


“You have always been a whole other amount of intense. You uh-- you weren’t there for the fire?” 


“Missed out on the fire.” Wade rapped at the bar for another refill, listening to the tell tale squeak 
of chairs being pulled out at the tables closest to the door and then one just off to his left. “Damn 
shame too, I hear those hills went up with a vengeance.” 


“Yeah, we heard about that here too.” Weasel audibly gulped. “Craziest thing. Notices went out 
for anyone that had been working with Rumlow and the Marshal’s swept the nearby towns for 
accomplices. We had that one Marshal with all the shiny gear stop in and that real pretty one with 
all the knives.” 


“Marshal Rhodes and Lieutenant Van Dyne.” The Alpha nodded a few times. “Good people.” 


““So-- so what brings you back to St. Margaret's?” Weasel’s eyes landed at the handle of Wade’s 
twin blades set at his back, then the unmistakable bulge of a chest harness beneath the other 
Alpha’s shirt. “This is pretty much the last place I thought you’d show up.” 


“No it isn’t.” The back of Wade’s neck tingled at the door opening a final time and footsteps 
moving his way stealthily, steadily. “You knew I’d be here. Otherwise you wouldn’t be staring so 
hard at the men coming through that door.” 


“Damn, Wade.” Weasel blanched, visibly paling and lowering his voice, “Look this isn’t-- don’t 
think I’ m--” 


“Tell you what.” Wade motioned for one more refill as the footsteps got closer to his seat. “If I 
survive this, I’m gonna walk right back in this door and kill you for setting me up, do you 
understand?” 


“Tt’s just my bar.” Weasel whispered. “I swear I didn’t really know they were going to-- I mean, 
there were rumours about an ambush but no one thought you’d actually show up.” 


“The hell you didn’t.” 
“\..1?m-- I’m sorry.” 
“No you’re not.” Wade shook his head grimly. “But you sure as hell will be.” 


“Weasel.” the Beta finally made it up to the bar and he leaned in casual, smiling as if he was only 
around for a quick drink. “Pour me a beer and maybe one for my friend he--ERE!” 


His voice shot high and hysterical when Wade unsheathed one of his katana blades, the wicked 
steel tsinging in the air before it came to a stop resting feather light against the guy’s jugular. 


“Shit.” Weasel dragged his hands through his hair, his scent spiked panicking when Wade opened 
bloody red eyes and bared those dangerous fangs. “Shit.” 


Wade held the katana blade to the Beta’s neck with one hand and with the other, pulled one of his 
guns and pointed it at the fella who’d been sitting silent watching while the bar filled. Everyone 
went very still and Wade snarled savage, “Before things get bad in here, is there anyone who 
doesn’t deserve a bullet?” 


“We’re only here for you, Wilson.” the Beta with the katana at his neck rasped, a cocky smile at 
his lips despite the inherent danger of the moment. “Francis wants you alive if we can manage it, 
but he’ Il take proof of death in pieces if necessary.” 


““Aw everyone came around and threw this party for little ol’ me?” He laughed, a dry and bitter and 
terrible sound as he licked over his fangs. “You shouldn’t have.” 


There was a beat of silence, tense and anticipatory and fraught with nerves as the group of ten 
readied themselves to fulfill a contract and take out this one particular Alpha that Francis had 
deemed priority one-- 


--and then Wade moved faster than seemed humanly possible and in the blink of an eye, the 
situation exploded. 


Wade leapt off his stool and threw himself over the bar. The seat went flying backwards and 
crashed into one of the men trying to sneak up closer and knocked him right over. When Wade 
leaped he twisted in the same movement and sliced the katana across the Beta’s throat, sending the 
man reeling and screaming gurgling, blood splashing over the counter and rendering the wooden 
floor slippery in the worst way. Wade’s bulk slammed into Weasel and shoved the other Alpha 
back into the shelves of bottles and glass shattered, cutting Weasel a hundred different times as the 
Beta fell with Wade on top of him. 


“Ow ow ow SHIT!” Weasel’s shouting was drowned beneath the immediate answer of bullets 
spraying the room. Wade hit the floor behind the bar with a bone jarring thunk and only in the nick 
of time as a barrage of projectiles sprayed the wall above them, bit splintering into the heavy wood 
of the bar itself and ricocheted off the metal and tin pieces scattered around. Cups and mugs dusted 
beneath the onslaught, sending shards of glass and porcelain like shrapnel into the air and the stink 
of blood mixed with alcohol and the smoky burnt bite of gunpowder was enough to make a man 


gag. 


Weasel was shouting, cowering, covering his ears with both hands and trying to hide beneath the 
counter and Wade briefly thought about putting a bullet in the whiny Alpha right then and there 
just to make him shut up. 


The promise had been a bullet for Weasel if Wade survived though, so he grit his teeth and bared 
his fangs and the very second the barrage of bullets slowed so the shooters could reload, Wade 
jumped to his feet with guns blazing, chambers spinning and recoil shocking up both his arms as he 
took aim and emptied both barrels in a spray across the room. 


The men had spread out to try and trap Wade behind the bar but they’d sorely underestimated both 
the Alpha’s speed and the amount of ammunition Wade had brought along with him to St. 
Margaret's. Faced with twin barrels and an Alpha with a reputation as a crack shot and lethal 
gunman, by the time the smoke started to clear and Wade had taken cover behind the bar again, 
four of the men lay dead and another was down on his knees screaming for help with his last 
breath. 


“And then there were fucking four.” Wade hissed under his breath as he reloaded. Ten men total, 
one dead with a katana in his neck, four shot to hell and another rasping out a desperate, futile 
prayer, four left alive. 


Foot steps were scrambling, spent shells hitting the ground as the remaining four regrouped and 
hurried to reload. Wade pointed his pistol at Weasel, a finger to his lips, then unhooked the shot 
gun from underneath the bar and when he heard footsteps venture too close, the Alpha pressed the 
barrel to the inside of the counter and fired. 


The recoil of the shotgun and awkward angle damn near wrenched his arm out of his socket, but 
Wade bit back a how! of pain so he could listen to the shouts and cries of alarm as a body went 
flying and thudded onto the bloody floor, core pumped full of buckshot and most likely dead mid 


air. 


“That'll learn ya to get too close.” he chuckled to himself. Weasel squeaked in alarm and Wade 
rolled his eyes, “C’mon, that was funny. Admit it. That was funny.” 


“Reload reload reload! He’s gotta be out of ammo soon!” came the frantic shout from close to the 
door and Wade was readying himself to pop back up and announce by way of bullets that he wasn’t 
anywhere near out of ammunition... but then the door slammed open loud, bouncing off the wall 
and allowing in two four five additional pairs of heavy boots and Wade’s heart sank, the reality of 
his situation changing just that quickly. 


When it had been ten on one and Wade had had the element of surprise as far as speed and 
weaponry, he’d had a solid chance to survive. But with reinforcements arriving with fresh guns and 
a full awareness of the situation, the Alpha’s slim advantage quickly evaporated. 


Before Wade could make a decision either way, whether to jump up and try his hand at mowing as 
many down as he could manage or whether to try and make a run for the back door without getting 
taking out, someone shouted, ““Wade Wilson! This is quite the conundrum we have found ourselves 
in! Francis wants you taken alive but I count six of my men dead in here and god damn if that 
don’t make me wanna cut your head off myself!” 


“Hey hey hey!” Wade shouted back over the stomach dropping sound of shot gun shells racking 
into place. “Tell you what. You tell me where that Omega is and [’Il let the rest of you walk outta 
here nice and peaceful like. No one else has to die!” 


A glance at Weasel-- “No one else except Weasel, of course. Square deal?” 


His answer was a shot gun blast right through the counters, buck shot punching holes in the 
mangled wood and nearly taking Wade’s ear off if he’d been another inch to the left. 


“Shit shit shit.” Wade held onto his pistols tight, knuckles white with the effort of keeping himself 
from shaking. “Alright this is it. This is it.” 


““Wade--” Weasel started to whisper but Wade shook his head, “Don’t. I don’t want to hear a 
fucking word. Just shut up.” 


Distantly, Wade wished that he would have just killed Francis face to face all those years ago when 
that English piece of shit and their former Commander had turned on him. He wished he’d used his 
katana and simply skewered the bastard instead of relying on the dynamite to teach his traitorous 
former partners a lesson. 


And distantly, in the furthest edges of Wade’s mind and the most hidden parts of his heart, the 
Alpha wished he would have just gone back to Wolf Canyon when Peter asked him to. He wished 
he hadn’t left at all and had stayed instead in Ms. Tasha’s boarding house so he would have been 
close to Peter’s side all winter long and he wished-- Wade wished that he’d been brave enough to 
tell the Omega the truth and to take the softness and adoration Peter had offered in their most 
private moments. 


Facing down ten and more men with guns was easier than telling the truth and 
distantly distantly Wade let himself wish for only a split second that he’d been a better man. Been a 
better Alpha. 


Regrets and hindsight and all that. 


Distantly distantly and only for a split second... 


...then Wade jumped to his feet and sent his second katana winging through the air to bury handle 
deep in someone’s gut. Both pistols firing laying down a hail of bullets, fangs bared roaring, eyes 
furious scarlet and heart pounding terrified Wade faced down his reckoning with out flinching. 


He barely felt the first bullet through his arm, but the second sliced like fire across his ribs and sent 
the Alpha reeling off to the side off balance. The third in his shoulder made him drop a gun and 
Wade stumbled back against the destroyed shelves still trying to fire one handed. One skimmed his 
knuckles and the pistol dropped, another too close to his head and Wade ducked, cracked his head 
on a barely standing shelf and hit the floor with blood dripping into his eyes and his body lighting 
up in agony. 


“We got him now boys!” someone cried and there was a scramble of feet and the very last thing 
Wade Wilson saw before everything went dark was the barrel of a pistol pointed at his forehead. 


“S’ fine...” he slurred, tongue thick and throat dry and body not responding though he was 
internally screaming at himself to move. 


“S’ fine... it Il be nice to rest a while...” 


Wade woke again when his body hit the ground and his head thumped against a rock. The world 
came back first in shards of brilliant searing light and then in bloody painful shock and the only 
reason the Alpha didn’t groan as he regained sluggish consciousness was cos his mouth tasted too 
strong of copper and his chest was too constricted to make a single sound. 


Why can’t I fucking die? 


“Look at this shit, fucker’s already got a scar at his heart like someone plugged him up. Still didn’t 
kil him?” 


“We should’a killed him at the saloon. Francis wanting him delivered alive is asking for trouble.” 


Two men, no three. Two off to the side where Wade could also hear the quiet hush of the river, and 
another one close to his feet. He must be in the grassy area behind the bar close to the river banks. 
They would have carried him out to asses his injuries in the daylight and Wade kept himself very 
still as he tried to collect more of his bearings. 


“Absolutely unkillable this guy.” 


“Ugly too. Christ, look at him. Can you imagine carryin’ all that on your skin? S’like every thing 
he’s ever done is slapped on him.” 


Laughter, raucous and mean and Wade kept his eyes closed tight, though he tried to surreptitiously 
flex his fingers to return the feeling to his extremities and slowly tense his muscles so he could 
move. 


“He’s friends with the Marshals and that one hard ass Sheriff out of Wolf Canyon, you know.” A 
fourth voice, further than the others and nearly covered by the sound of a horse stamping and 
snuffling. “We'd be better off cutting him into chunks and delivering the pieces.” 


“We could toss his ass into the river.” The first one suggested. “Tie him to a rock and let the fish 
eat him. I heard they buried him one time but the Devil gave him back, the rivers a better option.” 


“If we leave a body to find, the Marshals could come after us.” 


“Gimme a break.” Someone spit near Wade’s head, the bitter scent of chew stinging his nose. 
“Nobody gives a damn about this guy. Even that Omega whore. Heard tell that when Francis 
snatched him off the train the brat full on denied caring a single shit about Wilson. All but told 
Francis to fuck right off, that he was nobody’s mate.” 


“Better not risk it anyway.” came the decision. “Tie up his hands and feet, one of ya run around 
front and get that big black horse of his. We’ll put him over it’s back, take him to Francis. That 
way we at least get a horse outta the deal for our trouble.” 


“Fine, ll get the horse. You get some more supplies so we can head off right away and you-- you 
get this asshole tied up proper. I’m not risking him waking up mid journey, he just killed almost a 
dozen of us just by himself, ’m not taking any more chances.” 


Footsteps, wandering off in what must be the direction of the bar, the fourth voice moving out into 
the distance as well. Two men left and one of them bent over Wade’s body to start tying his feet 
tight and that was when the Alpha gave a purposefully soft, pitiful groan. 


“Did you hear that?” 
“Hear what?” 


“T think he’s waking up.” The voice got nearer, the sun cutting out over Wade’s body as the man 
leaned over him, closer and closer to inspect Wade’s face for any sign of wakefulness. “You didn’t 
hear that? If he’s waking up we gotta hurry and get him tied before--” 


“--before he wakes up?” Wade snapped his eyes open when the man’s shadows fell over his face 
and he could smell the rancid breath. “That’s a good idea, hombre.” 


“Oh shit he’s awa--OW!” Wade jerked up and headbutted him as hard as he could, crunching the 
other Alpha’s nose against his skull and blinking away the stars so he could fumble as fast as 
possible for the guy’s holster. 


“Shit shit shit--” the Alpha tried to scramble away and the gun roared in Wade’s hand, sending the 
guy flailing backwards dead before he hit the ground. 


“Hey big fella.” Wade whistled at the second Alpha who was already turning tail and running for 
his horse and the rifle at the saddle. “Hey hey hey-!” 


The runaway gunman turned and Wade grinned, “Boo!” and fired three times, twice in the chest 
and once in the head. 


The Alpha dropped with a thud and the sound of the shot echoed in the sudden stillness, 
reverberating with the adrenaline coursing through Wade’s pain and shock addled body. 


“God dammit.” Wade didn’t dare drop the gun, even though his entire body hurt, even though his 
left hand was basically useless with his shredded shoulder and his ribs were on fire. He didn’t dare 
drop the gun incase the other two men came back, so he held on with trembling fingers and 
reached with his other hand to pull at the half formed knots by his feet until he was free. 


Struggling to stand, Wade managed to get his feet beneath himself and began limping his way back 


to the bar. He stole the rifle from the nearest horse’s saddle and made sure it was loaded before 
tucking it over his shoulder and continuing on the short but somehow endlessly painfully long 
distance back inside. 


Every step was jarring, jostling his destroyed arm and making his teeth rattle in his head but Wade 
kept blinking the red tint from his eyes and focused all his energy on the tavern until he got to the 
back door and managed to wrench it open enough to pass through. 


The man who'd been sent to get Arthur was at the destroyed bar sipping at a drink. He didn’t see 
Wade come through the door and he certainly didn’t see the bullet that cut through his heart and 
knocked him off the stool to join his fallen comrades on the floor. 


“Oh fuck. Wait wait wait--” Weasel threw his hands up in surrender when he caught sight of Wade 
propped up bleeding and half dead at the door, the rifle raised to his shoulder. “Just wait, Wade! I 
swear I didn’t have anything to do with--” 


Click. Boom. 


Weasel had never been truly a friend and honestly never really an enemy, but now he was 
entirely dead and Wade was too far gone angry and hurt to feel even a sliver of remorse for the 
bartender. 


It took the last bit of breath in Wade’s body to whistle for Arthur, the last bit of strength he had left 
to climb into the saddle and turn the massive stallion back North again towards Dr. Pym’s 
homestead. 


“Take me to the doctor, Arthur.” the Alpha wheezed, jamming his feet into the stirrups so his 
boots stuck and looping the reins around his wrists and hands and then the saddle horn so he 
wouldn’t fall off. “Take me to Hank. Go on and git.” 


Wade passed out at some point, blood loss and trauma winking black at the edge of his vision until 
he succumbed to the darkness and lost himself all together. 


Arthur plodded steadily, faithfully on North and Wade swayed unconscious in the saddle, dreaming 
of blood on his hands, revenge that would taste sweet on his tongue, and dark eyes that never 
turned gold, no matter how often the Omega smiled. 


I’m coming, Pete. 


Just hold on. 
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Francis received the news about the failed ambush, the dozen men dead and the escaped Alpha the 
next night when one of the men from St. Margaret's arrived on horseback, out of breath and 
reluctant to deliver the bad news. 


The Alpha snapped furious, shouting and spitting and snarling as he kicked pots into the fire, 
pummeled the few that dared get too close to try and calm him down, roared at Angel when she 
tried to intervene and shut him up long enough to make a plan. 


The posse divided into smaller arguments while Francis raged, disagreeing on what they should do 
about the Omega, whether they should just kill him and try to put distance between themselves and 
the sure to be feral Alpha, or whether they should let him go because god forbid Wade Wilson find 
out they’d killed the whore. 


“Bring me that brat!” Francis bellowed, tearing at his hair and smashing at boxes as he paced and 
ranted and growled. “Bring me that whore now! Bring me Peter!” 


It was Angel who had to come to Francis and tell him another bit of bad news, Angel who was the 
only one brave enough to stand in front of the rampaging Alpha and tell him quietly but steadfastly 
that at some point during the evening, after they’d tied Peter to a nearby tree but before Francis had 
spent the better part of an hour screaming-- 


--at some point most likely after the messenger had arrived and Francis had shot him dead for bring 
such terrible news-- 


--at some point while they were all distracted-- 
--the Omega had disappeared. 
Peter was gone. 


Francis threw back his head and howled in unhinged fury and the noise rang through the hills, 
echoing beneath the moonlight and just barely reaching the Omega’s ears as Peter bent far over his 
gelding’s neck and urged it on faster away from the campsite. 


A stolen pistol and a map were tucked snug into a pilfered jacket and Peter wrapped the coat tight 
around him as they raced from his captors and East towards a town called Hex... 


... and the Alpha called Cable. 
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Chapter Notes: 


I love approximately 8000 things about this chapter but Ill just point out a few and if 
you want additional, you can drop me a note on TUMBLR! 


First, the way Peter is so damn smart in everything is excellent. The way he 
understands his situation and the people around him is so fun to write and hey, I'll be 
perfectly honest, that moment where he tells Francis “the moment you realize I won’t 
fuck you, THEN I’m a whore ?”-- as a woman and especially as a WOC I recognize 
that scenario in my SOUL and I know y’all do too. 


Second, that flashback scene with Peter loving Wade’s scar because he likes Wade’s 
smile? Melting. 


Third, the entire shoot out scene-- I’ve never really written one quite like this and high 
action scenes are really challenging for me? But I’m proud of this one. Also, I have 
nothing inherently against Weasel, in the DP movies he’s actually excellent but 
someone had to be the bartender that died and it was just his time. 


Oh and more on this later, but Cable lives in Hex cos Josh Brolin played JONAH 
HEX, and he’s more that character than the traditional Cable character, honestly 
that’s the only reason for the connection. 


Next Up! Peter Meets Cable! 


Cable 


Happy’s Restaurant 
Wolf Canyon 
Three Years Ago 


Peter was gorgeous today, stunning in a fitted tunic that cut narrow across his lean hips, trousers 
tight enough to be indecent, the fawn colored material hugging at his shapely thighs and tucked 
into knee high lace up boots that only accented the length of his legs and lent a sway to the 
Omega’s naturally graceful walk. 


Early season bluebells and full bloom lilies were tucked into Peter’s curls, delicate petals falling 
down around his ears as he laughed and talked and sashayed his way around the room, pausing to 
flirt and tease with customers and clients, blowing kisses at Sheriff Wilson and his lovely Omega 
mate Clint, lingering to whisper a few words with Vanessa then making his way to the bar to get a 
drink. 


“Happy.” Peter wriggled his pert rear onto one of the stools and propped his chin up in both hands, 
blinking up at the huge Alpha behind the bar innocently. “Please oh please, another whiskey?” 


And then to the Alpha sat alone at the bar nursing a whiskey and practically bristling in aggression, 
Peter tilted his head and clicked his tongue in disapproval, “Mr. Wilson. It’s a lovely day and you 
are soul suckingly cranky today. What is going on?” 


“Who’s to say I’m cranky?” Wade didn’t spare the Omega a glance, scarlet circled eyes fixed 
firmly on the shelf of alcohol behind the bar. ““What th’hell would I be cranky about anyway?” 


“You’re cranky about me working, obviously.” the Omega swiveled on his stool to face the room, 
leaning his elbows on the bar and crossing his long legs lazily. The position allowed Peter to not 
only keep an eye on his potential clients for the night but also arched his back, exposing his throat 
to anyone who would be looking, /usting and ready to lose some gold for an hour in his arms. “You 
stink of jealousy and pettiness and cranky.” 


Peter plucked one of the bluebonnet petals from his hair, rubbing it between his fingers until it 
powdered blue on his finger tips. “Mr. Wilson, just because I’m your favorite whore doesn’t mean 
I’m your whore.” 


The Alpha’s eye twitched in irritation, and Peter laughed under his breath. “I’m lots of people’s 
favorite whore, you’ll have to get in line. Perhaps if you were in town more than once every four 
months and perhaps if you stayed for more than an hour at a time, I’d bump you up the list of 
priority.” 


“Ts that so?” Wade tapped his empty glass on the bar for a refill, broad shoulders tensing though he 
still didn’t meet Peter’s eyes. “How long’s the line tonight?” 


“Mmmm.” Peter hummed moment, eyeing the room. “I count six of my regulars and one new 
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one. 


“Seven hours?” The edge of words weighted growling and Peter’s mouth went a little dry, though 
he managed a flippant, “God no, can you imagine? Seven hours? They wish. That big guy there 
will only last half an hour on a good day, but the pretty one with the long hair, she will absolutely 


go for the entire hour. The Beta woman, she likes my mouth and pays by the pop so I’ll need an 
hour with her to cover what I won’t make with the redhead there, he likes to flirt and tease but 
hardly ever pays. Mickey is a minuteman in every sense of the word, and the other two I can’t be 
sure yet. Still, maybe four hours total.” 


“Feel like there’s better things to do than wait around in a shitty bar in a small town for a whore to 
have a free spot between their legs.” 


“You’d think so.” Peter ran his fingers down his throat to the leather collar, inhaling through his 
nose when Wade’s scent went sharp with longing. “And yet I have a waiting list every night. 
Should I add your name?” 


“How much would it cost to have you for the night?” The Alpha drained his newly refilled glass 
and thumped it back on the counter. “A// night. No other customers. All four hours plus a couple 
extra.” 


Peter paused, poking his tongue at the inside of his cheek as he thought the numbers through. 
“You'd have to pay me what I would have earned from them, plus an hours rate for the time you 
stay extra plus an additional hours rate cos I won’t have the downtime in between clients like I 
usually would. Ten hours worth of gold will get you the whole night.” 


“Fine.” Wade waved off another drink and motioned for the bottle instead, handing over crumpled 
paper bills to pay for it. “Let’s go. Upstairs.” 


The Omega hesitated, lowering his voice. “This seems like the start of a bad habit, Mr. Wilson, 
buying me for the entire night just so ’m not with anyone else. Is that a hint of possessiveness I’m 
catching in your scent?” 


“Have your eyes ever gone gold for anyone, Omega?” Wade changed the subject, finally turning 
and meeting Peter’s gaze head on. “An Alpha back home or a sweet Omega you met and fell in 
love with?” 


“Back home isn’t any place that matters and I prefer Alphas to Omegas.” Peter didn’t break the 
stare down. “So no, I don’t have an ounce of gold in my body. That’s why I hoard it all in my purse 
and beneath my mattress.” 


“Never had an Alpha make you tint gold at all?” 


“Not even close.” Peter plucked another petal from the flowers in his hair and brought it to his nose 
to sniff, smiling over the summery floral scent. “Honestly, it’s a challenge for an Alpha to make 
me wet, much less to get me to tint gold. I’d probably die of boredom and exhaustion before 
anyone managed a worthwhile try.” ” 


“Hm.” Wade’s voice dropped a register towards subsonic. “Challenge accepted.” 


“Challenge?” Peter’s breath caught up strangled in anticipation. “Mr. Wilson, do you intend to 
make me blink gold for you?” 


“Nah, I’ve got plenty of gold.” Wade stood from the stool and straightened to his full height, 
rolling those huge shoulders and holding out his hand for Peter, calloused palm and scarred fingers 
extended. “Mr. Parker, I intend to make you wet.” 


“Oh.” 
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Town of Hex 
Eastern Territory 
Present Day 


Peter traveled on horse back for two days before catching sight of Hex on the horizon, and the first 
signs of civilization against the endless blank of the plains was about enough to make the stress 
and travel weary Omega want to weep. 


He didn’t weep though, didn’t shed a single tear of relief even though the dust burned at his eyes 
and had him squinting into the midday sun. Peter kept his gaze on the buildings growing larger in 
the distance, his hands steady on the reins for the reliable gelding and his focus sharp, refusing to 
let the promise of a rest distract him from his entire reason for coming to Hex. 


It had been a long two days of running, a long two days of first panicked riding to put as much 
distance between himself and Francis’s posse as possible, then a cold night fraught with paranoia 
and fear because Peter knew he should let the horse rest but every moment still was another 
moment when it became harder to breathe. The second day had been less panicked but just as fast, 
the Omega pushing the horse as hard as he dared and taking the risk of running over open ground 
to cover the distance despite the chance of being spotted by a lookout in the hills. 


Now with Hex within view and the scariest part of his escape behind him, Peter wanted to put his 
head down and weep but instead he clicked his tongue and urged the gelding along faster with 
whispered promises of fresh hay, clean water and a stall to rest in over night so long as the horse 
carried him all the way into town safely. 


“Get along, beauty.” and the horse surged forward, eating up the plains beneath his hooves, sides 
straining and breath heaving and ears flicking back and forth to hear every bit of praise and prayer 
Peter muttered. “Please keep going, please keep going, please.” 


In exact order after arriving in Hex and taking care of the horse, Peter needed a bath to wash the 
stink of the trail and the sour smell of fright off his skin, he needed new clothing because these 
ones were torn and worn and ugly and then the Omega needed to track down the Alpha Cable and 
see if there was any information to be shared about where Wade might have gone to be ambushed 
or where he might have gone to hide. 


...and maybe after all that, Peter would lie down somewhere and let himself cry a while. 
But first, a bath. 
Christ did he so desperately need a bath. 


Thankfully for the worn out gelding and the exhausted Omega, the open stalls for travelers were 
owned by the same mated pair that also owned the boarding house, and when Peter handed over 
some money for taking care of his mount, he handed over extra for use of the bathing facilities. 


“T’d also like a runner from the nearest tailor to bring me any easily altered and ready made 
clothing, please.” Peter hid a flinch when the proprietress at the front desk wrinkled her nose at his 
stink. “Traditional Omega clothing, but make sure they include travel appropriate pieces as well. I 
wear my skirts just below my knee and like them to tie so I can adjust as needed. Blouses buttoned 
but also a few with wider collars.” 


“Of course, Mr. Parker.” The Omega managed a bland smile. “Anything else for you?” 


“Td like a toiletry kit.” It was foolish to fixate on cosmetics at the moment, but a swipe of lipstick 
and a hint of product in his hair would go a long way towards settling Peter’s anxiety. A life 

of work had taught him just how far the appropriate clothing and a pouty smile would get an 
Omega in any given situation and if Cable was anything like Wade, Peter would need every trick in 
his book just to get the Alpha to talk to him. 


“T like my lipstick very dark red.” he added a few more coins to the pile. “And the smudge for my 
lashes black. Have them see about a pair of boots? I like to wear mine to my knees. Thank you.” 


“If you’re in Hex looking for work, you can find the Madame’s establishment at the end of town 
and closest to the river.” her lips pursed disapproving at the request, and she watched the pile of 
money as if the coins could some how soil her. “She can provide bathing facilities for your kind as 
well.” 


“My kind.” That quietly tender place in Peter’s heart that hurt every time someone called 

him whore quaked at her open disdain, but his eyes were sharp and tongue sharper when he said, 
“You know, I’m not in Hex looking for work and it’s a damn good thing too. I imagine your mate 
watching me from behind the shelves there would hurry himself right down to the river to sample 
my comforts, leaving you alone here at the front desk with your habit of insulting paying 
customers from some inner well of your own self loathing.” 


The Omega’s mouth dropped open in shock and Peter tapped the desk once, twice for emphasis. “I 
like my lipstick very dark red and the smudge for my lashes black and my boots laced to my knee. 
Is that going to be an issue?” 


“N-No.”’ 


“Thank you.” Peter gathered his tattered dignity and sorely wounded pride and disguised it all 
behind a cutting smile. “Now then. Will you be showing me to your room, or should I ask your 
mate? I’m sure he’d be very willing to help me settle in.” 


The Omega led Peter to his room without a single word, a victory that was bitter in the back of 
Peter’s throat. Her casually cruel assumption that Peter was a whore based on nothing more than 
his preference for lip color had cut him to the quick, but it wasn’t as if she’d been wrong about it. 
There was a certain type of woman or Omega who colored their lips boldly and smudged at their 
lashes, a certain type that wore a collar over their bonding spot and pulled money from their bodice 
and Peter had been that type for years. 


She hadn’t been wrong about what Peter was but just once-- just once he would like to meet 
someone knew and have them care about who he was, not what work he’d turned to in a moment of 
desperation and an effort to survive. Not what he’d learned when the only lessons life bothered to 
share were terrible. Not what he did after realizing there could be a price attached even to smiles 
and a cost associated with every single person he took upstairs. 


Just once. 

Just...once. 
“Pete, I'd give you anything you want.” 
“What if I said I wanted your soul?” 


The bath was scalding hot but Peter luxuriated in it, staying in the tub until the water went cool so 
he could wash and rewash his hair, scrub under his nails and down his legs and every where else 


that was sore after several days on horseback and nights spent sleeping on the ground. The clothing 
arrived while he was bathing and the tailor’s assistant waited in the hall until the Omega was dried 
and ready to be dressed, and Peter tipped her extra as a thank you for the prompt and professional 
way the Beta notched in the waist of travel-worthy trousers and skirts, the reinforced buttons at the 
blouses and delicate underthings. 


The boots were lovely, mahogany brown and laced through to mid calf, the tallest they had 
available at the mercantile. The block heel would give the already tall Omega an extra two inches 
of height and though they were a smidge too large on his feet, thick socks made up the difference 
and allowed for a comfortable walk. 


A quick bite to eat had the Omega feeling brand new again, and with his lips painted and lashes 
smudged and new clothes set flattering on his frame, Peter was ready for the next item on his list. 


Cable. 


For a small town, Hex had an alarming number of taverns and saloons and bars, and Peter spent the 
better part of the afternoon wandering in and out of different establishments, ignoring the advances 
of hopeful Alphas and Betas, waving off cat calls but winking whenever an Omega paused to 
admire his form as he passed by. 


At first brush saloon number six didn’t seem any more promising than the first five, but Peter 
paused halfway to the bar and stopped in his tracks when he saw a man that could only be Nathan 
Summers, nicknamed Cable. 


Francis had said the Alpha had been blown to hell by whatever explosives Wade had let detonate in 
the midst of the bank job, and Peter had to believe there weren’t many men living in Hex with their 
face half carved away and the left side of their body ravaged and ruined the way this Alpha’s body 
was. It looked painful, looked horrifying, looked as if the Alpha couldn’t speak without the scar 
tissue pulling, couldn’t breathe without his entire chest hurting, couldn’t see out of the one mottled 
eye. 


Wade’s skin was rough too, a lifetime of physical trauma littered everywhere across his body, 
incorrectly healed broken bones and burn marks from too many explosions and the dry cracked feel 
that came from long days in the sun, but Cable was a man cut in half by his trauma. Rugged 
features and heavy muscle and a strong jaw on one side, on the other side nothing but damage. One 
hand perfectly capable of holding onto his drink, the other curled into a fist at his thigh, a tremor 
visible even from a distance. One booted foot planted on the ground, the other leg stretched out as 
if it didn’t quite bend properly anymore. 


In another life, Nathan Summers would have been a formidable Alpha, a virile mate with his size 
and strength and the print of his fangs visible beneath his lips, a shock of silver hair that promised 
the necessary experience to keep an Omega weak kneed and swooning. 


But in this life, Cable was an Alpha half broken and therefore entirely useless in a world that 
took everything until there was nothing else to take and then turned it’s back on the survivors. 


In another life, Peter would have thought Cable was beautiful. 


In this life, the Alpha was simply a means to an end, a way to find the Alpha Peter still couldn’t 
quite admit he wanted. 


“You’re Cable?” The Omega stopped in front of the table and lifted his chin, refusing to shy away 
when Cable’s one good eye narrowed to look him over. “I need your help. I’m looking for someone 


and I think you’re the person to help me with it.” 


Cable only blinked at him and Peter set his jaw, forcing the words past the 
instinctive denial clamoring in his mind, “It’s my-- my mate. I need your help finding my mate. 
Please.” 


“Your mate.” Cable’s one eye was milky white dull with damage and the other already circling 
scarlet with irritation at being interrupted from his drink. “Whores don’t have mates, Omega. And I 
know damn well you’re a whore, walking round with your lips painted up and your skirt tied up on 
your thigh like that. No self respecting Omega comes through this town dressed like that.” 


“You don’t know half of anything about me, but fine, he’s not my mate. In fact, I’m tempted to 
stab him when I find him, but I still need help getting to that point.” There went that quietly tender 
place in Peter’s heart wanting to hurt again, but he ignored it and snapped instead, “And if you 
have such a problem with the way I dress, stop staring at my legs and look me in the goddamned 
eye so you can help me.” 


“Brat.” The Alpha sounded almost begrudgingly impressed with Peter’s snark. “Who’r’ ya looking 
for?” 


“His name is Wade Wilson.” Peter hid a flinch when Cable’s muddled scent shocked 
clearly angry over the name. “And I know you know him. I know you used to work with him. Tell 
me where he might be, or at least point me in the right direction.” 


“You call a beast like Wade Wilson your mate.” Cable tapped at his ruined face pointedly. “He’s 
the bastard that did this to me, did you know? Turned on me for no good reason, ruined my 
goddamn life. Held up a lit stick of dynamite and asked ‘ooh what does this do’ then tossed it at me 
and ran.” 


“That’s the second time I’ve heard that story, and I don’t believe your version anymore than I 
believed Francis’s.” Peter stated coolly. “Will you help me or not?” 


“Heard the same story from Francis, huh?” Cable took another slow drink of his beer. “Last time I 
saw that English prick, I threatened to put a bullet in him if he ever showed his face here again. I 
don’t got a message half so personal for you, but I also got no reason or want to help you. Get lost. 


99 


“IT know you and Wade used to frequent the same hideouts.” Peter refused to back down, his tone 
sharpening impatiently. “I’m not asking you to suit up and ride away with me, I’m not asking you 
to see Wade or Francis again. All I need is a few names you used in the past. I can find my own 
way, I just need a place to start.” 


“Omega.” The Alpha’s laugh was dry, rattling in his compromised chest. “You can’t court the 
devil then come along and ask a demon for help. That ain’t the way it works.” 


“Fine then, I won’t ask.” Irritated over the entire endeavor, Peter twitched his skirt aside and pulled 
the revolver from his thigh holster, pointing it right at the Alpha and growling, “Get your ass up 
off that chair and help me find my mate, or I'll put a bullet through your black fucking heart.” 


The Alpha startled then snarled at the weapon and the Omega snarled right back, “Don’t test me, 
Cable. I’m all done playing nice. I’ve been kidnapped and dragged halfway through this country, 
forced to listen to Francis bragging, lost my luggage and spent far too much money just to get a 
bath in this shit town. All I’m asking for is a couple locations. A couple names and I’Il leave you 
to your misery. But if you won’t help me--” 


The revolver click-clicked when Peter cocked it, and the bartender called out, “Cable? Everything 
alright?” 


“Everything’s fine.” Cable didn’t take his eye off Peter. “We’re good here.” 


“Are we?” Peter’s vision was tinting black at the edges, fear and weariness and impatience and an 
emotion he recognized as despair clogging up the back of his throat. He wasn’t even entirely sure 
if he wanted to find Wade, he didn’t know what he’d say to the Alpha if they were ever in the same 
room again. All Peter knew was that he was tired of being used, of being dragged place to place, of 
being lied to and judged and shamed and left behind. 


He was tired of it, and if finding Wade and putting a stop to all this bullshit was what it took for 
Peter to be able to runaway East, then god dammit, he was going to find the bounty hunter if it 
killed him. 


“Are we good here?” The Omega’s hand was shaking at the pistol grip and he steadied his stance, 
steeling his gaze. “Are you going to help me or am I going to shoot you?” 


“You ever shot someone, Omega?” Cable drawled, and Peter shook his head, “No, but you’ re a big 
enough target I’m sure I won’t miss. And I’ve got six bullets that will let me practice over and over 
until you are dead. Want to take that chance?” 


“Fine. Pll help you find that ugly bastard.” Cable rubbed at his jaw, grimacing over the low throb 
of constant pain. “But it’s going to cost you.” 


“T expected as much.” Peter slipped the little revolver back into the holster at his thigh and 
smoothed the skirt back down. “Do you have a room here or should we go back to the one at the 
boarding house?” 


The Alpha startled again, thrown by Peter’s blunt answer. “I was talking about gold.” 


“No you weren’t.” Peter smiled, pretty and empty as he ran a hand through his curls, rumpling 
them just enough to be tempting. “And I have to say, I’d be disappointed if you were. It’s 
not every day I get to spend time with a real Alpha gunslinger, you know.” 


A practiced little hop settled Peter right onto the table, and he crossed one long leg over the over, 
letting his skirt fall open and exposing a splay of creamy skin from mid calf clear to his thigh. A 
hand placed just so, his head tilted just so, a sweet smile and husky pitch to his voice and the 

Omega slid effortlessly from threatening Cable to seducing Cable with rehearsed, prepared ease. 


“Your place or mine, love?” Peter lowered his voice and leaned in, knowing the scent of his freshly 
washed skin would waft irresistible to the Alpha, honeysuckle and sugary underlay of lilies from 
his soap. Red lips parted, darkened lashes fluttering, Peter shifted his weight forward and swept his 
fingers feather soft over the ravaged skin at Cable’s cheek and then up into the silvered hair. “No 
sense in waiting. Especially not when I know you want me.” 


“Jesus.” Cable wasn’t the sort to physically react to anything anymore, but the Alpha had to bite 
back both a growl of surprise at the abrupt change and a helpless growl of longing when Peter 
smiled sweet and coaxing, when the touch danced gentle over everything that hurt. “Omega--” 


“Oh you can call me Pete.” Peter tilted his head and purred, lacing their fingers together. “Let’s go 
somewhere private and work out the details of our deal, hm? I’ve never had an Alpha like you in 
my bed before.” 


“An Alpha like me.” Cable stared down at their linked hands. “What does that mean?” 


“Tt means that you look like the sort to have me shaking and weak kneed and soaked before we’re 
halfway through with it all.” Peter ran his tongue slow his bottom lip, satisfaction mellowing his 
voice low as he watched the Alpha’s good eye darken red wanting. “And judging by the way your 
scent just went all heavy, you’d love the chance to prove that particular thought correct. So what 
are we waiting for?” 


“Pete.” Gravelly, rumbling, hoarse. “I’ve got a place.” 
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NOTE: If you don’t want to see Cable/Peter, skip down to the next asterisk in the fic. But if 
you do? YEEHAW 


The Omega walked backwards into the sparsely decorated but tidy rooms Cable was renting at the 
long term boarding house down the street from the saloon, undressing as he went. First his skirt 
loosened and shimmied off his hips with a teasing little wriggle, then his shirt unbuttoned piece by 
piece, suggestive laughter accompanying each step as Cable stalked towards him. 


“C’mon then.” Peter murmured once he was down to just the satin undershorts and his boots and 
the back of his thighs were bumping into the mattress. “What are you waiting for?” 


The Omega turned round and offered himself up to Cable’s waiting hands, bending over the bed 
face down and wriggling his ass teasingly persuasive, breathing out slow so he wouldn't tense for 
that inevitable first grab from a too keyed up john-- 


--Peter didn’t know what to do when Cable touched him slowly, tentatively, big palm spread wide 
at the slight curve to his back and fingers digging in, tracking almost curious over the Omega’s 
bare skin and down to the tempting curve of his rear. The only johns that ever started slow were 
the first timers or the ones who weren’t even sure if they liked Omegas yet and Peter hadn’t taken 
Cable for either of those types. 


He didn’t know what to do when the Alpha breathed out rough but then tugged gently at the waist 
band of his undershorts, baring Peter to the chilled room. The Omega didn’t know what to think 
when Cable thumped to his knees behind him and pushed the undershorts down to his boots and 
the noise that punched out of Peter’s chest when the Alpha spread him open and flattened his 
tongue licking over his hole wasn’t rehearsed or practiced or even close to planned. 


““What--what are you doing?” Peter gasped out, but the only answer was a hungry, rumbling groan 
as Cable dove in deeper, gripping the Omega tight and sucking lapping starving at his entrance. 


“N-Nathan.” the Alpha’s name fell unbidden from Peter’s mouth, he couldn’t help it as he pitched 
forward to muffle his cry in the blankets, fingers clenching in the thick bedspread while Cable 
worked him open with loud slurps and the pointed thrusts from the tip of his tongue. “Nathan-- 
what-- please--!” 


“Say my name again.” The Alpha ordered huskily and Peter couldn’t help wailing, “Nathan!” 
when first one and then two fingers split him open. “Oh my god--!”” 


Peter had never let an Alpha do this sort of thing, hold him down and lick him till he was soaking. 
Usually a john didn’t care about his pleasure either way but even the interested generous ones were 
turned away cos Peter was far too worried about fangs in intimate places, far too worried about 
reacting the wrong way and getting bit by an Alpha who didn’t appreciate their hair pulled or their 
head smothered between his thighs on the off chance they managed to get him anywhere close to 
finishing. 


But Cable’s calloused hands scraping at Peter’s sensitive skin had him rolling his hips for more, 
the rasp of his tongue then spine tingling hint of fang at the meat of the Omega’s ass had him 
writhing and gasping, rocking back into each touch. Peter reached to knot his fingers in Cable’s 
silver hair and the Alpha growled clear into his core, his boots slipped on the floors and Cable 
caught him easily in one hand without ever letting up and when the Omega came apart several 
minutes later with a wild little cry Cable sealed his mouth at Peter’s puffy, clenching rim, and 
groaned through every swallow of slick. 


“Nathan.” Peter was still panting, his slender cock still spilling when Cable rolled him over and 
yanked him right to the edge of the bed. The satin underclothes tore in the Alpha’s grip and Peter 
let his knees fall open pliant and accepting when Cable lined himself up and started to push-- 


--but then the Alpha faltered, hesitated, grimaced and started to turn away self conscious. 


“Nathan?” Peter gave into the instinct to chase the Alpha, sat up on his knees on the bed and 
reached for Cable with both hands. “Where are you going?” 


“No one ever calls me Nathan.” The Alpha looked away from Peter, tried to pull his hands free. 
“Got me thinking maybe I’m human again. Dunno I love it or hate it.” 


“What’s wrong?” Peter closed his hand around the Alpha and stroked firmly from the fat head of 
the Alpha’s cock to the thick base and the start of his knot. Cable groaned and bucked into him, 
swearing under his breath and shuddering when Peter only did it again, slow and purposeful as he 
trilled, “You still want me, so what’s wrong?” 


“Am I gonna be the ugliest john you’ ve ever taken into your bed?” Cable’s good eye squinted as he 
studied Peter’s face, uncharacteristic vulnerability creasing into the rugged features. “Or since 

you ve been that bastard Wilson you’re used to it? I can’t uh-- I can’t my left side is so screwed up 
that I can’t-- I’m not as strong as I used to be--” 


Oh. 


Understanding blinked bright behind Peter’s temple, understanding and a wash of unexpected 
affection for the grizzled Alpha. It might have been the orgasm clouding his senses or it might have 
been the way Cable clung to him, the way the Alpha so clearly didn’t want him to leave, but Peter 
suddenly understood and the realization made him sweet. 


“Shhhhh.” Peter purred and hushed him, swaying close and mouthing almost tender at Cable’s 
throat, sharper over his pulse till the Alpha’s breath caught and those big hands tightened at his 
waist again. “Let me do it.” 


“Omega--” 


“Let me do it.” A year ago, a month ago, a week ago Peter would have privately rolled his eyes at 
any Alpha that had dragged him to bed but then admitted to not being able to perform. The Omega 
would have laughed it off and suggested a few tricks to help or honestly simply faked it until the 
time was up and he’d earned his coin. 


But today after Peter had been treated to the most frightening week of his life, today after he was 
exhausted and weary and at his wits end, today after he’d been damn near worshiped by an Alpha 
on his knees and then unexpectedly trusted with what many would consider an admission of 
weakness-- today Peter saw the vulnerability in Cable’s eyes and felt the tremble in the destroyed 
left hand thought that perhaps this was an Alpha that could use the same measure of softness Peter 
so desperately needed in his own life. 


“Let me do it.” he whispered and it wasn’t quite a kiss they shared as he turned Cable onto the bed 
and moved to straddle his waist but it was something tender all the same, a barely there pass of lips 
before Cable hooked his fingers into Peter’s collar and used it to pull the Omega in close, bit into 
the leather to quiet a groan when Peter used the slick between his thighs to ease the way for Cable 
to sink deep inside. 


“God.” Cable’s eye darkened red before snapping shut, fangs bared in a hiss hearing Peter’s quiet 
whimper over taking all of him. “Omega.” 


“Let me do it.” 


Cable almost didn’t dare breathe when the Omega began to move on top of him. Peter planted one 
hand in the middle of his chest for balance and Cable covered the slim fingers with his own scarred 
ones in a not quite realized plea for Peter to never stop touching him. The Omega was gorgeous 
above him, all long lines and lean muscles and beautifully flushed skin and Cable almost didn’t 
dare breathe lest he wake up and realize it was all a dream. So stunning an Omega, so soft a touch 
and so effortless a seduction-- it was more than the Alpha had ever found in his previous life, more 
than he ever thought he’d find after his injuries-- 


--The Omega was more and Cable couldn’t do anything but curse and try to fit up tighter inside 
Peter’s body when a piece of his soul seemed to splinter and shift and imprint. 


No no no. 


“Stay with me.” Peter grabbed Cable’s wrist and dragged the Alpha’s hand up his thigh to settle at 
his waist and squeeze. “Stay with me, I’m right here, we’re right here, I’m close, can you feel 
me?” 


“T can--” Cable closed his eyes and tried to keep himself under control when he felt Peter locking 
up around him, the slender thighs shaking and wet entrance clenching as the Omega pushed them 
both towards finishing. “I can-- feel you--” no no no. “Omega, I--” 


Imprint. 


“Don’t let me go.” Cable couldn’t fight it, didn’t want to fight it, let the pieces of his heart slide 
further into place beneath the scent of the Omega. “Peter don’t-- don’t let me go.” 


“Right here.” Peter bent and kissed him, poured the unexpected emotion and connection for the 
Alpha into the shape of his mouth and the taste of his tongue and purr he let vibrate between their 
lips as the kiss dragged out long and then desperate, fanged when Cable kissed him back. 


“T’m right here.” Peter swiveled his hips back against the growing bump of the Alpha’s knot, put 
his fingers between the knot and himself so Cable couldn’t get all the way inside him either 
accidentally or losing-control purposefully. It was one thing to be drawn to this Alpha for a reason 
Peter still couldn’t quite put a name to, it was another to let an Alpha-- any Alpha-- knot him, no 
matter how the possessiveness in Cable’s hold made Peter’s heart pound, no matter how the 
adoration slowly lighting in the Alpha’s good eye made the Omega shiver in anticipation. 


...no. Not you. You’re not my Alpha. 


...Cable bruised up Peter’s waist when he finished, barking out a hoarse sob as he ground up as far 
as he could into the Omega’s gorgeous body. Peter feathered kisses all over Cable’s face, over the 
crease at his brow and the scars at his cheek and down over the Alpha’s throat to his pulse, digging 
his teeth in and crooning as Cable splintered beneath him. The muddled evergreen and iron edged 


scent clarified wanting and possessive and clinging and Peter closed his eyes against it, blinking 
back tears because the only Alpha besides Wade fucking Wilson to ever look at him and see 
someone worth imprinting for was an Alpha he would never love in return. 


Not you. You’re not my Alpha. 


I’m so sorry. 
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“Thank you.” Cable said afterwards, once he’d lit a cigar and was lying back against the pillows 
sated and exhausted and shaking because he didn’t want to be more than a few inches from the 
Omega but couldn’t bring himself to reach out and touch again. “It’s been a long time for me.” 


“T have a hard time believing an Alpha like you doesn’t have the whores tripping over themselves 
to share your bed.” Peter slipped his blouse back on and retied his skirt over his legs, clicking his 
tongue at the ruined undergarments but resigning himself to having to walk back down the street 
with the wind breezing up his intimate places. “I haven’t had an Alpha since leaving Wolf Canyon 
around the holidays, so it’s been a while for me too.” 


The Omega winked as if he couldn’t practically taste the pleading in Cable’s scent, as if it didn’t 
mirror his own desperation for a moment of comfort and safety. “I’m so glad we were able to 
break each other’s dry streak.” 


“Right. Dry streak.” he took a long drag at the cigar and blew the smoke pluming out, then finally 
broke and half begged, “Jesus Omega, can you c’mere? C’mon back here a minute?” 


Peter should have blown the Alpha a kiss and denied the extra time, he should have insisted Cable 
give him the information he wanted and then perhaps lingered another moment at the most, Peter 
honestly should have been abrupt and slightly rude to nip the Alpha’s visible imprint in the bud and 
hopefully minimize any future jealousy issues. 


But instead-- 


“.yeah. Yeah, I--I can come back. ” Peter bent and loosened the just tightened laces at his boots, 
kicking them off and rolling back into the bed, right into Cable’s side. The Alpha was waiting for 
him, cigar set aside and arms opening to catch Peter up close and together they fell into the pillows 
clutching each other tight. 


“Thank you.” This time the words rang with sincerity, and the wobble in Cable’s voice would have 
maybe embarrassed another Alpha but the former gunslinger didn’t care enough right then to try 
and disguise it. “C’ mere and just lay with me a while. C’mon.” 


Cable held Peter close and after a tense moment, the Omega melted into the embrace, whining 
softly until the Alpha rumbled back gentle and comforting. Peter desperately needed to be held, and 
Cable maybe needed to be held even more than the Omega did, so for a long time they simply 
curled up in the blankets and let their breathing sync and heart rates slow. 


Peter let his fingers drift idle over the mass of scars on Cable’s chest, through the damage and 
along the sensitive skin in between, eyes closed and scent calm as they lay together. He didn’t shy 
away from the scar tissue thick at Cable’s waist or the thinner scars marring the Alpha’s hip and 
when he swept through the thatch of curls at the base of the Alpha’s cock, Cable turned his head 
and pressed a kiss to Peter’s hair before moving Peter’s hand back up towards his heart and holding 
him there. 


“Dr. Hank Pym lives North at the base of the mountains, a solid days ride and maybe a little more 
depending on how fast your horse can take you.” The Alpha spoke up after a long time, once the 
late afternoon shadows were stretching long in the room and Peter was nearly asleep in his arms. 
“He’s the one that put me most of the way back together. Some hack doctor here in Hex tried and 
failed so they sent word out for Pym and when he made it, he was complaining about me being the 
second bank robber he’d patched up in a few days. Told me I was just as ugly as the first guy and 
just as doomed to die. Cranky piece’a shit but he saved my life.” 


“Wade was the first guy.” 


“Wasn’t sure about it at first, but ’ ve had Pym back a few times to stitch me up when somethin’ 
didn’t hold and it sure sounds like Wade uses him as a Doc too.” Cable nodded a few times. “You 
ride there, ask for more information. Doc’s a nosy fuck, so he always has an ear to everything 
happening. He’ll be able to at least point you in the right direction.” 


“Why is Francis and the Commander after Wade?” Peter touched his lips to a particularly nasty 
mark. “Who is the Commander?” 


“T didn’t even know he was still alive.” Cable’s hold at Peter’s side tightened when the Omega left 
another barely there kiss at his chest. “Francis and Wade served in the same unit in the war, the 
Commander was their lieutenant. Things got messy, they all got discharged, I don’t really know the 
whole story. Didn’t really care enough to ask. But this feud-- it all comes down to gold.” 


“Gold.” Peter’s voice pitched in disbelief. “Wade doesn’t care about gold.” 


“Wade might not.” the Alpha acknowledged. “I didn’t care a whole lot either. We were the muscle 
to Francis’s scheming and the Commander’s plan. They cared about the gold. All that money can 
buy a lotta power out here and a lotta influence back East and best I ever knew, the Commander 
was real concerned about high society forgiving a list of wrongs and letting him back into the 
circle.” 


“What sort of wrongs would an Army lieutenant need forgiven?” Peter wondered and Cable 
grunted, “The sort that happen during war, when the soldiers don’t talk and the survivors aren’t 
believed. War makes heroes out of some men, unleashes the animal in others. With the South in 
tatters, everyone locating West to escape and the North picking over everything left behind, gold 
will buy a lot of influence and a lot of forgiveness for anyone who needs a second chance.” 


“Those with money are always in the right no matter their actions, those of us without money have 
to prove we even have the right to exist.” the Omega said softly. “I’m very familiar with the way 
the world works.” 


“If Francis and the Commander are comin’ guns blazing after Wade, I bet it’s cos he stole the 
gold.” Cable grunted. “I was too close to dead to give a damn what happened after the bank job, but 
I bet Wilson went back and stole the gold from the bank then from the other hideouts, hid it out in 
the desert somewhere. It’s the only reason why Francis and the Commander wouldn’t have moved 
on from this goddamn territory.” 


“What other hideouts?” 


“Pll write them down for you.” Cable rubbed his thumb over Peter’s jaw, coaxing the Omega’s 
chin up until they could kiss slow and drugging and yearning. “I can see why he loves you, you 
know.” 


The Alpha’s voice roughened when Peter kissed him again. “You’re gorgeous. Fearless. Smart.” 


“Wade Wilson doesn’t love me.” Peter started to shake his head, but Cable stopped him with a soft, 
“You love him though. So he’s gotta love you. No way an Alpha could resist you wanting 
him. Claiming him.” 


“Nathan.” Peter leaned up on his elbow, lovely mouth turned down into the beginnings of a frown 
and dark eyes troubled. “I-- I’m sorry. I’m sorry that you-- um, that I can’t--” 


“Don’t do that.” Cable looked away from the apology, brought the Omega back down to his chest 
and shook his head firmly when Peter tried to protest. “Don’t-- do that. It’s not your fault that I 
imprinted on you. I’m sure I’m only one of at least a hundred Alphas who wanted you for 
themselves only to find out they were already too late.” 


“T’m going to break your heart when I leave, though.” Guilt colored the honeysuckle scent gray. 
“T’m sorry.” 


“Omega.” Cable cupped Peter’s chin with his good hand, shifting in bed until he could press their 
foreheads together and rumble in contentment when Peter automatically shifted closer and purred 
at him. “You live a life like mine and never think you’ ll get a chance to imprint at all. I know better 
than to be upset it happened now.” 


“Your heart will survive me leaving?” 
“If I said no, would you stay with me?” 


Peter hesitated and Cable nodded, resignation heavy in his good eye and in the way his next kiss 
was slow and withdrawing, the Alpha making the choice to end their time together before Peter 
slipped out of bed and away from his arms. 


“That’s what I thought.” 
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It was another hour before Peter left, and while the Omega got dressed Cable drew out a rough map 
for Peter to follow North. “Hank Pym. North to the mountains, the nearest town is called Buena 
Vista, youll take the main road west until you run into the river and you'll be able to see his 
property from there. Tell him I sent you, tell him you’re looking for Wade. If he won’t help you, 
his mate Janet will.” 


“Thank you, Nathan.” Peter layered on the boldly red lipstick and framed the Alpha’s face in both 
his hands, pressing a firm kiss to Cable’s cheek. “Thank you for helping me.” 


“Just do me a favor.” Cable muttered. “That Alpha don’t treat you right, let me finally fucking kill 
him then take you away somewhere far from all this bullshit, alright?” 


“If Wade Wilson doesn’t treat me right, Il kill him myself and then absolutely let you carry me 
into the sunset.” Peter finished tightening his boots and sent the Alpha one last smile. “Another 
lifetime, Nathan Summers.” 


“Another lifetime, Peter Parker.” 


Cable stood at the window of his suite of rooms and watched the Omega hurry down the street to 
the other boarding house. A quick glance in the mirror proved he had a lipstick print painted 
crimson on his ruined skin and the Alpha smiled over it, touching it gently with his fingers. 


“..another lifetime, Omega.” 


oo 2K 2K 2K 2K 2 2k ok 


Chapter Notes: 


I love so many things about this chapter. First of all, and probably most surprising, 
didn’t expect to be so INTO Cable and him apparently being something of a service 
top but honestly, I shouldn’t be surprised cos Josh Brolin is generally my favorite 
character in any given movie and all my Big Bad Alphas are service tops So... 


Anyway. Little bit sad about him imprinting on Peter but Peter being in love with 
Wade and not being able to imprint back but I had that particular dynamic planned 
forever and I think it turned out really well. Sometimes ‘soulmate’ type stories make it 
seem like the only person who could ever love us is That One Specific Person but I 
think it’s good to remember that we are ABSOLUTELY loveable and by more than just 
that one person. 


On a less serious note, full on made myself sweat with “Mr. Parker, I intend to make 
you wet.” Honestly Mr. Wilson, control yourself. 


Next Up! REUNION! 


Reunion 


A leather collar was discarded in the dirt some distance outside the town of Hex, untied from the 
Omega’s neck and carelessly dropped to be trod over by the gelding’s hooves as they left Hex 
behind in a cloud of dust before the sun was even rising in the distance. 


Peter didn’t look back at the simple piece, the thick fabric that had marked his profession for all to 
see, the armor over his bonding spot so not even the ones that wanted him could claim his throat. 


He ached in a secret, hidden place of himself, ached for leaving Cable while knowing that the 
Alpha would so gladly and so quickly carry him away from this all, ached because an Alpha’s 
imprint echoed in an Omega’s soul even if the imprint was one sided. Peter still didn’t know what 
he wanted from Wade or if he simply needed closure from the volatile bounty hunter but he’d 
refused Cable’s imprint because the clamor of Alpha in his mind belonged to Wade Wilson and 
something needed to be done about that. 


Peter ached but he left anyway, tossed the collar behind and kept his gaze set firmly forward, 
North to Buena Vista and West to the river where Hank Pym lived to see if the good doctor knew 
anything concerning Wade... 


...and when midnight that same, endless day brought a road weary and heart stick Omega standing 
in Hank Pym’s doorway, the Doctor looked up from changing the bandages on a nearly 
unconscious Wade Wilson and groaned out loud. 


“Oh hell.” he fussed. “It is midnight! Midnight! ?'m only a doctor during business hours! What are 
you doing here!?” 


“Dr. Pym.” Peter was swaying on his feet, an entire week’s worth of drama and fatigue, several 
months worth of uncertainty and heartbreak catching up all at once and sapping the last fraction of 
the Omega’s energy. “Is that Alpha dead? Is-- is Wade dead?” 


“What’s it to you?” Hank narrowed his eyes and went back to replacing bloodied linen at Wade’s 
side. “Most people who show up this time of night are damn near dead themselves, but you look 
like you’re doing just fine. What brings you out here, Omega? What do you need? And don’t say 
painkillers, I don’t just hand that shit out to you kids. My mate takes all the heat suppressant herbs 
to town to the clinic and if you’re in the family way and need to take care of it, well my mate does 
that too.” 


Peter was quiet, the color leeching from his skin with every unsteady inhale, his hands tightening 
into anxious fists when Hank pulled back another bandage and exposed the row of stitches holding 
Wade’s side together. 


“Omega!” Hank barked sharply. “It is midnight! Say your piece or get the hell out! I got my hands 
full with one asshole Alpha and he isn’t payin’ me near enough for all this crap so you need to-- 
oh hell.” 


Hank stopped when the Omega crumpled to the floor in a dead faint, passing out senseless in a 
heap right there at the door. 


“Well that’s just great.” the Beta grumbled under his breath, then raised his voice, “Janet! Janet, 
there’s two of them now! Come help please!” 


““You’re the one that opens the door too all manner of miscreants that require stitching, my love!” 


Janet called from upstairs. “You can deal with it.” 


“T’ve got my hands full of dumbass Alpha!” Hank shouted, “Dammit Janet, you’re supposed to 
support my work to do the greater good!” 


“My love, my mate.” Janet came down the stairs tying her robe tight around her waist and leveling 
a glare at her husband. “I am the greatest good you will ever have and it would do you well to 
remember--oh my gosh!” 


Her hands flew to her mouth when she saw Peter lying in a heap half inside and half out in the 
darkness. “Hank Pym, you let an Omega pass out on our door step?” 


“Well I did call for help.” Hank replaced the second bandage and went to work peeling off the third 
to check those stitches for infection. “You were the one complaining at me, so what was I supposed 
to do?” 


“Thin ice, Hank.” Janet hurried to Peter’s side and checked his pulse, then his breathing. “Finish up 
with Wade and help me move him out of the cold and onto the other cot. What on Earth is this 
child doing here anyway, I can’t imagine anyone in town sent him this far out at this time of night 
which means he road clear through alone with out stopping and who in their right mind would--” 


It occurred to Janet the same moment it occurred to her Beta mate exactly who the Omega was, and 
Hank’s bushy eyebrows shot towards his forehead as Janet breathed, “Oh Lord, is this Wade’s 
mate? Is this the Omega from Madame Vanessa’s establishment? I thought he’d been kidnapped?” 


“Can you imagine anyone except Wade Wilson’s mate being crazy enough to somehow escape a 
kidnapping, track him down across the territory to our door step and show up like this?” 


“He’s armed to the teeth.” Janet would never lift an Omega’s skirt, but her hands were both careful 
and practiced patting Peter down checking for any broken bones or obvious swelling. She found 
the thigh holster, the thinner garter on the other leg with the tell tale bump of a dagger, and lifted 
Peter’s bag to jingle the ammunition stored inside. “What sort of Omega chases their mate across 
the territory armed like this?” 


“One who wasn’t sure if he wanted to reunite with Wade Wilson or kill Wade Wilson.” Hank 
glanced down at the nearly comatose Alpha, then over at the unconscious Omega. “I have to say I 
understand the sentiment.” 


“Help me carry him to the bed.” Janet motioned for her mate. “They can figure themselves out in 
the morning.” 


“You know, I think we should relocate somewhere near the water?” Hank left Wade’s side and 
came to carefully pick Peter up and carry the Omega over to the second patient cot in the living 
room. “I could do a house on the beach away from all this, couldn’t you?” 


“T could do a house on the beach.” Janet’s smile for her husband was sweet, more so when the 
cranky Beta took a moment to gently cross Peter’s arms at his chest and to pull the blankets up to 
Peter’s chest so he was warm. “Could you do a life where you aren’t helping people, though?” 


“All P’ve done for the last ten years is stitch up the dummies that play in the bull pen.” Hank 
scoffed. “But a chance to get away from all this and lay out by the beach with you? When can we 
leave?” 


“You don’t fool me, Hank Pym.” she clicked her tongue. “I know you’re a nicer man than you 
pretend to be.” 


“Oh ho the hell I am.” 
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Matthew Murdock’s Accounting Office 
Wolf Canyon 
Just Over Two Years Previous 


“Mr. Murdock.” It was freezing outside, mid winter and terrible and Peter muttered a curse at the 
wind before sending an instantly sweet smile towards the Beta. “How are you today?” 


“Tm well, Mr. Parker, thank you for asking.” 


Wade had heard about the blind Beta accountant but since he’d never had any reason to visit 
Murdock before today, he’d never put any stock into what the blindness meant. Peter had only 
briefly mentioned the always present tinted glasses and how the Beta joked about not paying full 
price for clothing he couldn’t see and therefore all of his suits were well tailored but atrociously 
colored with whatever discount fabric Mr. Lee had available. 


What Peter hadn’t mentioned was the way Matthew Murdock straightened up and smiled when the 
Omega stepped through the door. Peter hadn’t mentioned that he always went right to Murdock’s 
side and took his hand, sat on his desk so they were close and so the Beta could hear every 
inflection in his voice and even feel any tension in his body as they talked. 


The Omega had failed to mention the proximity and the intimacy that wasn’t necessary from a 
casual standpoint at all and Wade had to crack his neck and quiet a possessive growl when Mr. 
Murdock rested a gentle hand at Peter’s knee for a few seconds. 


They were talking money, Peter wanting to tuck away a portion of his earnings in one of the many 
safes Mr. Murdock kept for his clients. Wade had only come along because he’d seen Peter while 
stabling Arthur and -wanted-offered to accompany the Omega back to Vanessa’s, and now- 

- now Wade’s vision was starting to tint red cos there was no reason for Murdock to be holding 
Peter’s hand and an ugly crawl of jealousy was itching at the back of his throat and pushing at his 
fangs and Wade prided himself on not being attached to anyone but damn it all to hell, if that Beta 
didn’t stop smiling at Peter like that things were going to get ugly. 


“Mr. Parker.” Matthew let go of Peter’s hand and gestured vaguely in Wade’s general direction. “I 
didn’t realize your Alpha was present with us. I don’t believe we’ ve been introduced?” 


“Oh he’s not my Alpha.” Peter laughed at the idea, tipped his head back and laughed that sugar 
sweetly fake laugh he used with all his clients, nose scrunching teasingly. “Can you imagine what 
kind of whore Id be if I fell in love with my johns? Wade’s just here for the hour, so quick take 
my money so I can go and make more.” 


The denial strangled the growl in Wade’s chest, cleared his vision for one startingly upsetting 
moment as the words sank in. 


Wade had already refuted Peter’s murmured Alpha when they were in bed at least a dozen times 
but to hear the words out loud, to hear Peter say it out loud with that practiced laugh, to realize he’d 
been half a breath from vocally snarling a claim for the Omega until Peter had denied it was all so 
much worse. 


It hurt like a blade to the gut, skewered the Alpha right to his soul to actually hear that Peter didn’t 


consider himself claimed and for a moment Wade wondered if this was what Peter felt every single 
time he growled I’m not your Alpha. 


Most Betas couldn’t clock the minute changes in an Alpha’s or Omega’s scent, but being blind had 
afforded Mr. Murdock a more sensitive nose than most and the suddenly pitying, understanding 
expression he sent Wade’s way hurt just as badly as the way Peter had laughed. 


“TIsn’t that right, Mr. Wilson?” The Omega was challenging him, eyebrows raised and eyes 
sharp. “You’re not my Alpha?” 


Wade did the only thing he could do and hid his bruised heart behind a roll of his eyes, “Just here 
for the hour and I don’t feel like wasting much more time talking, so why don’t you hurry it up?” 


“See, Mr. Murdock?” Peter didn’t take his eyes off Wade, his smile just this side of sad. ““We’re 
nothing close to mates.” 
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Doctor Hank Pym’s House 
Buena Vista 
Present Day 


The Doctor had cursed himself about blue in the face when Wade had shown up bleeding at his 
door. Wade didn’t remember much of those first awful hours where Pym kept shouting for him to 
stay awake cos if he slept he’d die, but the Alpha’s jaw ached from biting down on a wooden stick 
while the bullets were dug out of his side, his mouth tasted like stale whiskey after the Doctor had 
poured it down his throat to keep him sluggish while stitching the open wounds and Wade’s entire 
body hurt from too long in a sleep that was closer to dead than it was to living. 


His throat was raw from throwing up with the pain, he couldn’t take a full breath without the 
stitching at his side threatening to tear and when Wade opened his eyes after almost thirty hours of 
incoherence and saw Peter lying unmoving on the cot next to him, the Alpha was too weak to stop 
the tears in his eyes. 


“P-Pete?” He tried to move, but his body didn’t respond to the command, tears wetting down his 
cheeks. “Pete? Y-you okay? Mate? Please...” 


Peter didn’t stir and Wade couldn’t stay awake long enough to keep an eye on him, so the Alpha 
slipped back into unconsciousness, shaking with fear that he’d lost his mate before he’d even had a 
chance to tell him the truth. 


When Wade opened his eyes again, it was daylight and both Janet and Hank were downstairs in the 
main house. The Doctor was visible through the dining room door restocking a first aid kit with 
additional bandages while his suture needles were sanitizing in a boiling pot of water on the stove, 
and Janet was sitting next on the cot next to Peter coaxing the Omega to keep drinking a glass of 
water while she asked him questions and took careful notes on his condition. 


Pete. 
Mate. 


“Ts there any chance you could be pregnant?” Janet was asking softly, and Wade watched closely 
until Peter shook his head. “Are you due for a heat or coming off a recent heat?” 


“T don’t get heats very often anymore.” The Omega’s voice was scratchy, worn out. “Between the 
stress of my work and all the suppressants I take, I haven’t had one in ages.” 


“Alright then.” Janet’s lips pursed in there and gone disapproval but since she wasn’t about to 
lecture another woman or an Omega over how to handle their cycles, she moved on to the next 
question. “Any recent physical or emotional trauma? Sometimes Omegas process physically what 
they can’t handle emotionally and that might account for why you fainted when you arrived here.’ 


° 


“Trauma.” Peter scrubbed at his face with both hands, peeking at and then away from Wade from 
between his fingers. “Uh well, let’s see. I said goodbye to a very sweet friend named Felicia about 
ten days ago. Then I hopped a train trying to escape this wretched land only to be kidnapped 

right off the train by some asshole Alpha out for revenge and determined to use me as bait. After 
several days of being tied to a saddle or tied to a tree and having to deal with that same 

Alpha’s monologuing, I finally escaped in the middle of the night and traveled two days on 
horseback through unfamiliar territory to Hex to meet a former bank robbing partner of one Wade 
Wilson--” 


The Alpha stiffened at the mention of Hex and the implication of Cable and Peter sighed wearily, 
finished near inaudible so only Janet could hear him-- 


“Mr. Summers imprinted on me and [ had to leave him behind. It... hurt.” 


“Imprinted.” Janet’s lovely mouth fell open in an understanding oh, both of the physical effort of 
the last week but also the emotional toll both the danger and the imprinting would have had on 
Peter’s soul. “Sweet Omega, I am so sorry for all that.” 


“So I think the answer to your question is yes.” Peter didn’t acknowledge the sweet Omega or the 
way Janet crooned soft at him in an attempt to comfort. He dropped his hands from his face and 
straightened his posture to appear at least mostly unaffected and tried for a casual tone, “Yes to 
both physical and emotional trauma. C’est la vie, right?” 


“Such is life, though it wouldn’t do any harm to break down and cry a little when things are scary.” 
Janet tucked a lock of Peter’s hair behind his ear and picked up an extra blanket to smooth over the 
Omega’s shoulders. “Drink your water, Ill find something to help you relax. You need to sleep 
and rest, that will be the fastest way to help you recover.” 


Peter tried for a smile, but knew it failed around the edges. “Thank you.” 


“ll bring you something too, Wade.” Janet handed the Alpha a glass of water as well, and patted 
at his shoulder gently before discreetly excusing herself into the other room to give the pair a 
chance to talk. 


Wade eased himself to sitting gingerly, clutching at the cup of water with both hands simply so he 
had something to hold on to. Every time he saw Peter after any time apart the Omega’s scent and 
dark eyes and the curve of that gorgeous smile always sent Wade feeling, sent the Alpha stumbling 
for balance when his entire body— his entire biology— physically reacted to the call of mate from 
his soul. Every single time Wade saw the Omega up close, from across the room, even from a ways 
down the dusty streets in Wolf Canyon he had to physically hold himself back from clutching Peter 
up tight and driving his fangs into the flawless skin at the Omegas throat. 


Sometimes Wade managed to keep his distance. Other times the Alpha broke down doors and 
hauled johns from between Peter's legs and growled snarling snapping until Peter laughed husky 
and knowing and pulled Wade in to all of his softest places. 


Today Wade clenched his jaw so he wouldn’t bare his fangs and growl, clutched at the cup so he 
wouldn’t reach out and touch, closed his eyes and forced himself calm so he wouldn’t break and 
rumble pleading for the Omega to come to him, come to him, they were too far away, please my 
Omega come to me. 


And for all that effort, for all that self control and determination to not crack and make a scene 
especially in front of Dr. Pym and Janet and especially when he didn’t know what in the hell Peter 
was doing there— 


For all that, the Alpha could only manage to stare down at his cup of water, breathe through his 
mouth so the scent of Peter and the suffocating scent of Cable all over the Omega’s skin wouldn’t 
break him, and to remark half sarcastically, “You reek of him. Of Cable.” 


“Tt’s extremely rude to tell an Omega they reek, but in this circumstance I understand why you 
think so.” Peter's voice only wobbled on the first few syllables, by the end of the sentence the 
Omega sounded as put together and uncaringly caustic as he ever did. “I smell like Jots of things 
right now, not the least of which is the Alpha I spent most of the day with. Several hours in 
anyone’s bed will soak you in their scent.” 


“But you know that already.” Peter tilted his head as if teasing but really it was to disguise the way 
his fingers itched to touch his throat, to fiddle with his collar like he’d done so many times when he 
played off nervousness as flirting. “You know that very well, don’t you Mr. Wilson? I’m sure you 
stank of me the mornings after you left my room.” 


“S’one thing to stink of another Alpha.” Wade’s jaw worked in frustration, but he ground out a 
measure of honesty to try and make up for his comment about Cable. “Another thing all together to 
drag myself from your bed and have everyone know I spent the night with a gorgeous Omega cos I 
got that sweet smell stuck to me all day. I— I never minded scenting like you.” 


“Yeah, well.” Peter hadn't been expecting either the comment about his scent being sweet or about 
him being a gorgeous Omega, and he hesitated, blinking a few times. Wade Wilson was an Alpha 
who said more with a growl than most said with paragraphs so compliments and praise were few 
and far between, if ever heard at all. The amount of gold he’d been willing to pay for Peter's 
company and the way he only came to Peter's bed was the entire extent of Wade’s 

emotional effort but just now in the very same breath he’d called Peter sweetly scented and 
gorgeous and Peter could only blink about it. 


“Well.” He said again, clearing his throat and lifting his chin, determined not to be swayed by a 
few soft words after years of being left wanting for even breadcrumbs of affection from the Alpha. 


“Well.” A third time, and this time Peter managed it without a wanting to crumple or maybe 
wanting to cry. “What happened that you ended up half dead here? Francis told me he had an 
ambush planned, did they find you?” 


“T found them.” Wade didn’t let himself care that Peter hadn’t so much as smiled over being called 
gorgeous. Christ he missed Peter's smile. “I wandered into a bar at St. Margaret’s and they were all 
waiting for me.” 


“Obviously it wasn’t a very successful ambush.” The Omega muttered and the Alpha bared his 
fangs in a grimace to counter, “Depends on which side you’re looking at. I left a dozen or so dead 
but ended up with three bullets in my side. Dunno if that makes things even or not.” 


“Twelve bodies against a few bullets doesn’t make anything even, no.” 


Silence, and Wade rolled the cup between his palms to try and mitigate the growing urge to grab 
grab grab. 


“You um—* the Omega wasn’t giving him anything, no facial expression or vocal hints or posture 
for Wade to understand what Peter was feeling and doubt clawed at the Alpha’s chest. “You 
weren’t there, in St. Margaret’s. I thought you’d be there, but you weren’t there and neither was 
Angel or Francis.” 


“No.” Flatly, Peter erasing every bit of emotion in his voice since he couldn’t muster the energy 
for quippy and sassy and didn’t trust what he might say if he were honest. “No, I’m not sure where 
they were holding me but I was with both Francis and Angel at all times. Wherever we were, it was 
a two day ride to Hex.” 


“You escaped all by yourself?” 
A laugh that wasn’t a laugh at all. “Ain’t no strings on me.” 


The Omega scented brittle, but Wade couldn’ t tell if the pain Peter couldn’t quite hide was physical 
or emotional and the burnt edges to the sugar sweet honeysuckle bothered his nose, so the Alpha 
huffed and turned away from it. He didn’t want to fight, no matter how much he usually secretly 
adored sarcastic stubborn wildly spirited Peter. Wade didn’t want to fight the Omega, not now after 
he’d been so afraid of never seeing Peter again, not now that Peter had been so brave and escaped 
Francis and came looking for him, not now when the Omega’s shoulders were slumped even 
though Peter tried to straighten them and put on a brave face. 


The Alpha didn’t want to fight and it was obvious Peter didn’t want to argue and fuss either so 
instead they just sat in silence again for a long time. 


Peter had always been the one to start conversations, the one to saunter over from across the room 
and approach the Alpha, to follow Wade to the stables and coax and cajole him into staying longer. 
The Omega had always been the one to start whatever it was between them, because Wade was a 
big Alpha and a brutal Alpha but when it came to delicate honeysuckle scent and lovely eyes 
beneath thick lashes Wade was a goddamn coward. 


It was his cowardice that had landed them here, after all. Wade’s inability to ever do anything 
other than growl, his stubbornness about admitting feelings, his fear and his pride and his 
weakness that had kept him away from Wolf Canyon and had directly led to Peter being 
kidnapped. 


The Alpha was a goddamn coward hiding behind his fangs and his muscle and his bluff and 
bluster when it came to speaking any sort of truth and for that reason and that reason alone, his 
Omega his mate was sitting here sullen and fragile and reeking of another Alpha. 


“I’m leaving in the morning to take care of this Francis thing once and for all.” Wade spoke past 
the lump in his throat, breaking the silence first since this was all his fault and the least he could do 
was communicate. “You should come with me.” 


“ll find my own way out of here.” The Omega ran a finger around the rim of his cup idly. “TI only 
came North to find out if you were alive and now that I know you are, I’m going to leave.” 


Wade’s vision flickered briefly black, choking fear cutting off his next breath. “You-- you’ re 
going to leave?” 


“Heading East.” A slow, exhausted nod. “Yes. It’s always been my plan, don’t know why you’re 


surprised by it.” 


“And how’d that work for you the first time?” Panic and please please don’t leave me sharpened 
the words savage. “I thought you were heading East before the holidays and yet here you are.” 


“Obviously my plans changed.” 


“Obviously.” A half dozen emotions hammered through Wade’s mind all in the same second and 
his stomach heaved. “Since Francis caught you. How the hell did that even happen? How did you 
let that happen?” 


“All that matters is that it won’t happen this time.” Peter kept staring into his empty glass, not 
willing to look up and risk Wade seeing the misery in his eyes... not willing to look up and find 
that maybe the thread of anger in the Alpha’s voice was only a cover for some softer, sadder 
emotion like it had been so many times in the past. “The train comes right through Buena Vista, it 
will add an extra day or two to get South before heading East again but it will all work out in the 
end. I can board the train, hide away in one of the cars and be out of the territories in a few days.” 


“You’re coming with me.” Wade had to work to keep his voice calm, to sound factual and firm 
instead of half a tic from snarling a fear and abandonment-based Command. “Clearly I can’t leave 
you alone cos you end up kidnapped or--or taking up with some other Alpha so until I get this 
figured out, you’re coming with me.” 


“The hell I am—* the Omega started to protest and this time the growl surged from Wade’s chest, 
echoing in the small space between them and clanging loud at Peter's ears. 


“Don’t do that.” the Omega popped his teeth warningly, shoulders tensing. “Do not growl at me. I 
have had just about enough of Alphas doing whatever the hell they want with me just cos they can 
growl and show their fangs and throw their weight around.” 


“T’m sorry for growling at you.” Wade clenched his fists at his sides, working to keep an 
instinctive flare of anger checked in response to the defiance. “But you--you came looking for me, 
Omega. You came looking for me, you found me and now you’re stuck with me. You can either 
ride with me in the morning or I’ Il hog tie your adorable ass and toss you over Arthur’s back. 
Either way, you’re coming with me.” 


“T won't.” 
“T am not leaving you behind again!” 


“Goddamn you, stop yelling at me.” Peter finally looked up, red rimmed eyes and mouth turned 
down at the corners in weariness, long fingers just barely trembling at the cup. He stared at Wade 
for a long moment, cataloging the familiar scars at Wade’s cheek and the one that hooked into his 
rare smile, the bandages along his shoulder and arm and side and the way the Alpha’s muscles 
stood out in stark relief beneath his ravaged skin after several days of too little water. Peter knew 
exactly what those hands felt like on his body and he trembled with it, the Omega knew the sound 
of that growl in his ear and he wanted to break and scream for relief, for his Alpha to hold him and 
chase away the nightmares and the fright and the exhaustion... 


... Peter was so tired. He hadn’t had a decent nights sleep since leaving Wolf Canyon and he 
hadn’t had a decent nights sleep in Wolf Canyon since the night Wade had left without promising 
to come back. 


I’m so tired Alpha. I’m so tired, why can’t you see how tired I am? 


“You’ve got no right to yell at me.” 


“Maybe I don’t but I-- I’m not leaving you behind again.” Wade looked away from the bone deep 
weariness evident on the Omega’s face, hiding his own insecurity and anxiety in the motion. “I’m 
not doing it.” 


“Christ would it kill you to ask me just once?” the hysterical edge of a sob caught in Peter’s voice. 
“Just once ask me instead of growling and shouting and being Alpha about it all. What if I don’t 
want to go with you? What if I just want-- what if I just need--” 


The Omega stopped, hung his head despondently, shuddering through a sigh. “Would it kill you to 
ask me? For anything? You never ask me for anything.” 


“Alright then, Pll ask.” It hurt to move even enough to scoot to the edge of the bed, but Wade did it 
anyway, feeling foolish as he held his hand out for Peter, but doing it all the same. 


Tam trying, goddamnit. 


“Pete, c’mere a second. Just-- just come here, huh?” the Alpha curled his fingers coaxingly, palm 
out pleadingly. “I don’t got the money on me to pay for a good cuddle but maybe this one could be 
on the house seeing as how the both of us were damn near dead a few days ago?” 


Wade was teasing in the always risque way they used to, poking fun at Peter’s profession, at how 
the Omega always stuck that cute nose in the air and demanded gold, at how many times Peter had 
shrieked about Wade ruining his clothes and the Alpha had rolled his eyes but handed over every 
coin in his pocket and then brought+he-Omega his-Omegea his mate a present next time through. 


He was teasing, searching for even a hint of their camaraderie, even a bare inkling to prove that 
beneath the weariness and anger and scent of Cable the Omega still wanted him just a bit, still 
missed him just a bit. 


Wade was teasing, hoping beyond hope and through the nauseating mix of fear and misplaced 
anger and guilt that Peter was still the same Omega that had asked him to come back to Wolf 
Canyon for him, the same Omega that had asked Wade to ask him to stay and not go East. 


Wade was teasing and he was reaching, begging with his words and with his hand out pleading for 
Peteri: 


...and Peter stared at Wade’s hand with dull eyes, then crossed his arms over his chest and shook 
his head. 


“Don’t touch me.” 


Wade recoiled like he’d been slapped, jerking back on the bed and staring open mouthed at the 
Omega. “Wh--what?”’ 


“Don’t touch me.” The words felt like acid on Peter’s tongue, like barbed wire across his skin to 
reject the Alpha at a moment when both of them so clearly, so badly needed to be held. “My time 
can’t be bought anymore, do you understand? And you-- you left. You left when I asked you to 
come back and for that, I don’t want you to touch me.” 


Shit. 


“Shit.” The Alpha was every bit as raw as Peter, every bit as exhausted. Wade had tried to be sweet 
calling his mate gorgeous, he had tried for honest, he had tried to ask and Peter had denied it all. 


Peter had rejected it all and Wade didn’t have the energy to even be heartbroken about it. 


Instead Wade drew his pride and stubbornness and self control around him like armor and 
muttered, “Fine, I won’t touch you. But I’m not giving you a choice about whether or not you go 
with me. You made the decision to come find me and I’m not gonna let you go until I know you’ re 
safe and none of this bullshit will follow you East. I-- I left the first time, you’re right. I left and 
that sucked but I am not leaving you behind again.” 


“Do whatever you want, but the moment it’s safe, I’m leaving you.” The Omega whispered. “As 
soon as you’re done doing whatever it is you do, killing whoever you need to kill, I’m leaving you. 
I’m putting all of this behind me once and for all.” 


Wade dropped his head into his hands and nodded, “Whatever you say, Omega. Whatever you 


”° 


say. 
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Chapter Notes: 


This chapter just makes me sad. It’s like this is the moment where our two heroes are 
at their individual and collective rock bottom and they aren’t communicating enough 
or trusting each other enough to actually talk yet. 


Peter is exhausted and heart sick and staring at an Alpha he can’t be sure even wants 
him and after so many times of trying to call Wade Alpha and being full on rejected, he 
isn’t even sure if he wants to try anymore or if his soul is too weary to care. Wade is 
exhausted and close to dead and staring at the Omega he considers his and very 
aware that he has more than likely ruined all chances to be with Peter. 


They are at opposite ends of their feelings right now, Peter ready to run after waiting 
for so long and Wade finally ready to open his mouth and say what he should have 
been saying all along. 


It just makes me sad?? But this is about the halfway mark so we'll start seeing that 
goodness happening soon! 


PS-- I adore Janet and Hank. Buena Vista is the name of the street where Hank lives 
and of course, the talk about the beach house is for the end of Ant Man 2 where they 
take their house to the ocean. 


Honesty 


The train whistle from the Buena Vista depot echoed lonely and shrill across the valley, ringing 
into the low hills and muffling disappearing against the sheer cliffs of the mountains in the 
distance. A plume of smoke billowed white in the cool air as the engine pulled away from the 
platforms and the clack-clack of the rails was loud, always louder than anyone expected 

and startling in the early quiet of dawn. 


Peter looked back only once when he heard the call of the whistle. The Omega twisted in the 
saddle and craned his neck to catch the a glimpse of the cars but when he couldn’t see anything 
through the thick trees and when the next whistle blow was faint, Peter dragged his attention from 
what might have been and focused instead on the broad stretch of Wade’s shoulders where the 
Alpha rode ahead in the trail. 


Numb, Peter was numb right down to his core this morning. A sleepless night on the cot across 
from Wade had only made the ache low in the Omega’s core worse, Peter’s stomach had twisted 
into knots, his chest weighing heavier and heavier with each breath until he thought he would 
choke. His skin was clammy, heart hammering and fingers trembling on the reins and it all 
escalated another notch every time he thought about the way Wade had looked when Peter 

had rejected him. 


Don’t touch me. 


The Alpha hadn’t ever looked at Peter the way he’d looked just then, startled and horrified 

and angry for half a tic but then the devastation and resignation that followed the anger-- that was 
what had Peter tossing and turning all night. That was why the Omega had twice stumbled to the 
bathing facilities to splash water on his face and why this morning when Wade had readied the 
horses without saying a single word, without even glancing Peter’s way, Peter had flashed so 
immediately cold that between one breath and the next, the Omega was suddenly numb. 


Don’t touch me. 


Half of Peter wanted to hurt Wade in some awful, scarring way for breaking his heart and leaving 
him behind. The other half of Peter wanted to throw himself at the Alpha and beg, plead, purr for 
Wade to finally acknowledge their bond. 


The Omega couldn’t do either, wouldn’t /et himself do either so Peter rode in silence, pretended 
like nothing was bothering him and wondered wondered what his Alpha was thinking... 


... Wade was thinking that never once in all their years meeting beneath Vanessa’s roof, all the 
days Wade had barged into the bedroom without knocking while Peter had rolled his eyes and 
fussed, all the times he’d torn the Omega’s pretty clothes and Peter had damn near robbed him of 
every coin in his pocket to replace them, all the town meetings and errands Peter had dragged 
Wade along to, all the times Wade had shown up half savage and Peter had soothed him first with 
his touch and then with his sass and smile, all the times they had bit and scratched and bruised... 


...-all those times, the Omega had never once outright rejected Wade’s touch like he had last night 
and it stung. 


No, stung wasn’t the right word. It didn’t just sting. It cut bone deep and stayed sticking in Wade’s 
soul as if Peter had taken that little dagger off his thigh and plunged it straight into his heart. All 
those times, all those years and the Omega hadn’t so much as flinched from Wade’s damage, from 


his fangs and his growls and his strength but last night Peter had whispered, Don’t touch me, and 
Wade had never felt like more of a monster than he did right that second. 


And when the train whistle reached their ears and Peter turned to listen, the Alpha didn’t know if 
he was terrified Peter would wheel around and race back towards the depot to escape...or if he 
would have been relieved to be away from someone who could hurt him so badly with three little 
words. 


“Git on, Arthur.” Wade pushed the stallion higher into the inclines, bypassing the winding, lower 
roads so they could cut travel times shorter by heading as the crow flies straight up and over the 
hills to drop down only a few miles from their first destination. Peter hadn’t asked where they were 
going and since talking about Francis and his past and what might be waiting for them ahead made 
the Alpha’s vision haze scarlet, Wade didn’t volunteer the information either. 


After a night fraught with suffocating tension and emotions obscured beneath the tattered pieces of 
their world weary heart, it was probably better if neither Alpha nor Omega said anything at all. 


...they’d always been better at the not talking activities anyway. 
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It was Peter that finally made an effort to break through the silence, and it wasn’t so much 
an effort on the Omega’s part as it was Peter’s own curiosity and determination to understand at 
least one thing about this entire series of unfortunate, unbelievable, unhinged events. 


“Francis said you betrayed your crew so you could steal the gold all for yourself.” The trail 
widened at the top of a hill, wind-worn and relatively flat where it followed the edge of the bluffs, 
with enough room for Arthur and Peter’s gelding to walk side by side beneath the noontime sun. 
The Omega clicked his tongue to urge his mount forward and repeated, “He said you got greedy. 
Blew them all half to shit and ran away with the gold, even emptied out the hideout and took it 
all.” 


“Did you believe that?” Wade’s knuckles were white on the reins, tense thinking about Francis 
talking to Peter, more tense trying to understand what it meant for the Omega to finally be talking 
to him. “About me being greedy?” 


“You are a lot of things, Wade Wilson.” Peter kept his head firmly forward when the Alpha cast a 
curious look his way. “But you are not greedy. Not about gold.” 


Wade grunted, and after another moment Peter stated, “Cable said it was Francis and the 
Commander that were concerned about the gold, but he still thinks you stole it all. Blew them up 
for whatever reason and then robbed them.” 


“Did you believe that?” The Alpha clenched his jaw to keep from baring his fangs. “Did you 
believe Cable?” 


“Cable has no reason to lie to me.” Came the cool answer, telling in its succinctness, obvious in 
first the flush at the pretty Omega’s cheeks and then the drastic paleness that followed soon after, 
throwing Peter’s smattering of freckles into sharp relief. “He wasn’t lying to me.” 


Wade wanted to lean over and lose his breakfast right onto the trail when Peter’s fingers twitched 
up to touch his throat, his bare throat, the same gorgeous throat that had worn a collar the last time 
Wade had seen him but now was collar-less after meeting Cable. 


“No.” Wade could hardly hear his own voice over the rush of distress in his ears. “He wouldn’t 


be able to lie to you if he wanted, would he?” 


“Probably not.” Peter shook his head just once, just barely to put an end to that particular 
conversation. The last thing he was going to do while riding side by side with his the Alpha was 
talk about another Alpha, a different Alpha, an Alpha that hadn’t hesitated to lay claim to Peter and 
offer him everything. 


Just last night Peter had rejected Wade’s touch mere seconds before the Alpha had insisted Peter 
travel with him until things were safe and now they hadn’t hardly looked at each other more than 
once since leaving Dr. Pym’s place at dawn. The last thing he was going to do now was talk about 
Cable and the imprint and how he still felt it lingering at the edges of his consciousness despite 
verbally refusing the one sided claim and leaving Nathan behind in Hex. 


“Pete, I'd give you anything you want.” 
“What if I said I wanted your soul?” 


“Francis was right, I stole the gold.” Wondering if the Omega was missing Cable had Wade 
grinding his teeth together, so he started talking again if only to distract Peter from those particular 
thoughts. “Not from the bank, that place was in shambles when I left and I didn’t dare try. But 
afterwards? Yeah, I went to every single hideout of ours and cleaned out the stash. Took it all. 
When Francis dragged his miserable ass from all that wreckage and finally made it around, he 
would’a found a whole lotta nothing.” 


Peter was quiet, seemingly uncaring, and Wade hated that. “Me and Francis fought together in the 
war, alright? We were good soldiers, got along just fine at the beginning but Francis started feeling 
like the uniform and being on the winning side gave him free reign t’just do whatever he felt like 
and eventually I had a real problem with it, turned him in to our commanding officer.” 


The Alpha’s jaw worked, throat jerking when he swallowed. “I’m not a good guy, Pete. You know 
that. I’m not a good guy and I’m not a good Alpha and I’ve done a lot that’ ll forfeit my ticket into 
heaven but what Francis got into--” 


He shook his head. “That was some other shit altogether. Francis made me feel like a goddamn 
saint, that’s how bad he was. Worst part is, I went and told our Commander and he promised to 
take care of it but didn’t. Francis went unchecked and damn near feral and nobody cared cos it was 
war and they figured casualties and tragedies were all the same, no matter which way they came 
about.” 


“You worked with him here though.” The Omega stated flatly. “You came West with him and 
worked with him robbing banks so he must not have been all that bad.” 


“He was all that bad.” Wade countered stubbornly. “I took everything he was doin’ up over the 
Commanding officer’s head but before they came to a decision, Francis went off on his usual 
bullshit and I decided to take care of it myself.” 


Peter side-eyed him uncertainly and Wade scratched at a particularly brutal scar slicing up the 
length of his forearm. “I almost beat him to death, Pete. Found him in some civilian’s home and 
dragged him down the stairs out to the yard. Would’a killed him if he hadn’t gotten a knife in me 
and even then, that didn’t do a lot to slow me down. Superiors drummed us both out since they 
couldn’t prove nothing either way, knocked our commanding officer down several pegs cos he had 
looked the other way and ignored it all, and just like that I went from being a war hero to being the 
drunk ex soldier at the back of a bar complaining about how life isn’t fair.” 


“T came West alone.” the Omega wasn’t talking so Wade just kept talking, filling the silence 
between the clip-clop of the horse’s feet with the answers to questions Peter had never asked before 
and wasn’t really asking now but still deserved to hear. Maybe the Alpha needed to hear it all out 
loud too, it might have been Wade that needed to piece his past together to explain how he’d ended 
up here in this moment where his mate wanted nothing to do with him and they were heading into a 
firestorm. 


“T came West alone.” he repeated. “Fucked around for a while not doing much of anything until I 
came across a wanted poster one day and saw the guy sitting just across the bar from me. Craziest 
thing. I lassoed his ass up and took him to the closest Sheriff and they handed me some coin so I 
figured I’d keep doing it. Francis turned up a few years later and said he had a better gig for me, 
that he wasn’t into the same shit from the war and that our Commander had come West too, 
looking to put a crew together. Bygones could be bygones, the war was over, we were just Alphas 
with certain skills needing to make some money.” 


“Tt uh-- it turned out,” the quiet was starting to get to Wade, and he scratched at his arm again, at 
his scalp and along the scars at his knuckles. Peter was always sassy, always snarky, always ready 
with some ridiculous quip and teasing smile but right now the Omega was utterly inscrutable and 
Wade was starting to feel foolish talking so much. 


But if the Alpha didn’t talk then he and his mate would be tackling these long miles alone, heading 
towards Francis and a reckoning without ever saying what needed to be said and Wade didn’t 
regret much about his life, but he would regret that. 


He would regret not saying what needed to be said-- what had needed to be said years ago-- right 
up till the second he finally fucking died. 


So he kept talking. 


“Tt turned out the Commander’s idea of easy money was robbing banks and stage coaches and with 
me and Francis’s skill set, with Cable helping out and a half dozen goddamn henchmen to be easy 
targets for the law... it was easy money. We hid gold all over the place and so long as I kept an eye 
on Francis, no one unnecessary died and he didn’t get to doin’ the shit he did during the war. 
Everything was fine for a while till uh-- till I realized Francis and the Commander were just bidin’ 
their time waiting to put me down for getting them drummed outta the Army. They let the 
Commander keep working but he lost his pension, lost his rank and his honors and when the war 
ended, everyone knew he was a piece of shit so instead of the hero’s welcome everyone else got, 
he was shunned and turned away and I guess that’s the sorta insult and injury that carries a 
grudge.” 


The Alpha’s hand went unconsciously to his side, to the bullets that had ripped through only 
recently and then to the other side to the scar where a different round of bullets had about put him 
in his grave almost six years ago now. 


“Tt was an ambush. Dunno if Cable was in on it or not, but Francis and the Commander sure were. 
They planned t’set all the dynamite off early in the bank and pin me beneath it all but I caught 
wind of it and set everything off way earlier than anyone was ready for. Thought I killed all of 
them and was ridin’ away on Arthur into the sunset when the rest of the crew came out of no 
where and plugged me full of holes.” 


“The marks on your side.” Peter’s fingers flexed as if he could feel the four divots at Wade’s 
stomach, as if he had those particular scars memorized. “Francis had a backup plan in case the 
dynamite didn’t get you.” 


“Yeah.” Relief brightened the Alpha’s cedar scent when Peter finally commented. “Yeah, he did. 
Too bad for him I’m a real unkillable asshole cos after I dragged myself to the Doc and got stitched 
up, I went and hunted down every single one of those bastards.” 


“Except Francis, Cable and the Commander?” 


“T didn’t know Francis and the Commander survived.” Wade grimaced, lips pulling tight over his 
fangs. “Cable’s got that same “devil don’t want him’ curse that I do, so I figured he made it. 
Tracked him as far as Hex but never went any closer, decided he hadn’t been in on it so he didn’t 
need to die for it.” 


“And then what?” the Omega didn’t want to talk about Cable. “What after you killed all of them 
and thought Francis was dead? What did you do then?” 


“Then?” Hesitant, that deep voice tipping husky. “Then I walked myself into Madame Vanessa’s to 
see about a warm place to lay my head and Vanessa turned right around and introduced me 
to you.” 
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Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 
Wolf Canyon 
Four Years, Seven Months and Thirteen Days Previous 


“You sure you’re gonna trust me with one’a your whores?” Wade tensed, then forced himself 

to relax when Vanessa tucked her slim hand into his arm and propelled him across the room. 
“Especially your favorite one? I told you I’m not lookin’ for a body to share my bed, I just need a 
safe place to sleep it off and you’re the safest place in this shit town besides the Sheriff’s jail.” 


“Oh Mr. Wilson.” Vanessa chuckled to herself, easily steering the huge Alpha through Happy’s 
restaurant and towards a side table with several other men gathered round. “Peter here is about the 
prettiest Omega I’ve ever seen and besides Eva, about the most dangerous too. You try your 
regular bullshit with him and he’l!l pin your dick to the floorboards, smile and kiss you goodbye. 
I’m sure you’ re not used to being the less dangerous of a pair, but I promise you, if you don’t 
watch your step with Peter you will regret it.” 


The Omega’s lovely eyes flashed warningly, “And if Peter doesn’t make you regret it, / certainly 
will, do you understand? You might be a big bad Alpha, but Peter is about my favorite person in 
the entire world and if you mess up and hurt him, I will end you.” 


“T understand.” Wade knew better than to grumble at the bossy Madame, but he still rolled his eyes 
as they approached the crowded table. He didn’t need a soft, cloying Omega to settle his soul, he 
didn’t want someone who would bat their lashes and tease him for a designated amount of time and 
a designated amount of coin. The Alpha needed a bath, a place to sleep and a drink to quiet the 
demons clanging round his mind, he didn’t need some perfumed, fake purring, overly made up, 
falsely charming whore to-- 


--(O-- 
Oh. 


Oh. 


“Peter Parker.” Vanessa waved the other men away and rested a gentle hand on the bare shoulder 
of the prettiest Omega Wade had seen in his /ife. “This is Wade Wilson. You would be doing me a 
personal favor if you cleared your schedule and took care of him tonight, yes?” 


“Mr. Wilson.” Peter looked up curiously, dark eyes and darker lashes, pink tongue darting out to 
wet full red lips. His hair was wildly rumpled, bluebonnet blooms tucked behind his ear and 
dusting petals over the leather collar at his creamy throat and onto the delicate curve of his 
collarbones and when he smiled slow and sultry and interested, Wade felt it clear down to his toes. 
“How nice to meet you.” 


“Mr. Parker.” Wade’s gaze burned wanting scarlet in the very next blink and the Omega’s mouth 
parted in answering, mutual awe. No gold sparked in those fathomless eyes but a flush crept across 
the porcelain skin and up into his cheeks to cover a dusting of freckles scattered across his pert 
nose. “I-- I um--” 


Peter was tall for an Omega, only a handful of inches shorter than Wade’s more than six foot 
frame, graceful as he stood, lean muscles strong as he moved and when he offered his hand to the 
Alpha, the difference between his slim fingers and the calloused scarred bulk of Wade’s grip made 
them both gasp. 


“Mr. Wilson.” Peter tilted his head instinctively, voice lowering to a near purr. “Why don’t you 
come with me? I think the two of us could have some fun.” 


“Baby boy.” Wade rumbled, growled, cos he couldn’t quite get the words out right. “You have no 
idea what you’re getting into with me.” 


“Oh Alpha.” Peter crooned and every nerve in the Alpha’s body lit claiming. “You have no idea 
what you’re getting into with me.” 
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The Hills Outside Buena Vista 
Present Day 


The memory of that first day reared up unexpected in Peter’s mind, the numb bleeding out 
painfully sudden, and Peter put a hand to his mouth to quiet the helpless whimper that tore up from 
his heart and scratched harsh at the back of his throat. 


“Pete?” Wade’s head snapped around when he heard the plaintive sound. “Pete, what’s wrong?” 


Peter closed his eyes tight and shook his head, hand pressed hard to his mouth to keep from 
sobbing but Wade reached out and snagged the gelding’s reins and forced both horses to a stop. 
“No no, don’t do that. Don’t sit there and whimper at me then try to shut me out. What’s going on 
with you?” 


Then, “Omega.” Soft, caring in a way that Peter had rarely heard, possessive and protective enough 
to make the Omega instinctively angle his head and body towards the rumble in Wade’s voice. 
“Baby boy, what’s wrong?” 


“You--you’re gonna call me baby boy right now?” Peter’s breath caught and then cracked over 
another hiccup. “Right now when everything is fucking terrible? Don’t-- don’t you dare-- don’t 
you dare--!” 


“Pete?” The Alpha’s eyes flared red in concern, but before he could reach out and haul Peter in 


close or even talk himself out of the idea because Peter had been adamant about not being touched, 
Peter slid right out of the saddle and landed hard on the ground. 


“Pete!” 


“T need to stop.” There was a patch of blue just through the trees and the Omega ran unsteadily for 
it, dodging branches and trampling brush and ignoring the shouts behind him as Wade dismounted 
and gave chase. “I just-- I just need to stop, I need to stop right now.” 


The blue patch was a creek, swollen in its banks from the mountain snow melt and crystal clear, 
icy cold. Peter fell to his knees at the grassy edge and braced himself to vomit, bent nearly double 
and threw up everything that was swirling clanging clamoring in his head. 


Fear, disgust, pain, tiredness, confusion, misery. Peter had been terrified at Francis’s mercy, he 
was drowning beneath the lingering shadows of Cable’s imprint and the futility of the Alpha’s 
affection because despite it all Peter’s heart belonged to Wade. He had no idea where he stood with 
the Alpha, he didn’t know what to think about Wade’s story of Francis and war and gold, and the 
future that had been so close, so close, just a train ride away was now perhaps permanently lost. 
Wade was being soft, being sweet, being honest and they’d only been that together in few and far 
between moments stolen from the vulgarity and brutality of their every day lives, Peter was a 
whore and Wade was a john that growled over him and they shouldn’t be anything more but they 
were undeniably, unfairly so much more and it made the Omega sick. 


Footsteps in the brush behind him, and Peter was too worn out to hide the way he cringed away. 
He flinched from the weight of the Alpha’s presence, grimaced when the heavy scent mixed with 
the stink of sick and warped it all terrible and when Wade sat down on the grass next to him, Peter 
thought he might actually shatter. 


“Go on, beauty.” Wade ran a hand over his bare scalp, motioning to the swollen creek and already 
anticipating what Peter needed. “I'll get back to Arthur, give you some privacy. Go on.” 


The Omega didn’t bother responding but the moment Wade stood and headed back towards the 
horses, Peter struggled to his feet and started stripping right out of his clothes. Boots and socks and 
trousers, chemise and blouse and his bag were all dropped in a pile so he could step naked into the 
swift moving water, sink himself in to sit on the smooth rocks and tilt his head back to the late 
spring sky. 


The trees towered above the ground here, far taller than the cedar scrub brushes closer to the flat 
plains, far thicker than the aspens that spread in white barked patches through Wolf Canyon, 
growing in forests ten times wider than the sparse groves of pine trees along the ridges near Lone 
Pine Ranch. The Omega’s vision swam dizzy trying to concentrate on the highest tips of the 
evergreens and he swayed unconsciously in the water trying to match the gentle movement of the 
branches in the wind. 


“Tf only life was this goddamn easy.” Peter murmured to the skies. “Sitting in a stream and staring 
at the trees. When was anything ever this easy?” 


Never. 


A quiet splash pulled the Omega from his miserable musings and a quick check down proved a 
wash cloth wrapped around a chunk of soap had been tossed into the stream next to him. Wade had 
brought Arthur and the gelding closer to the water to loop their reins in a shady spot, and though 
the Alpha tossed the soap towards Peter, Wade didn’t even sneak a peek at the naked Omega as he 
pulled his own boots and socks off to wash his feet and wet a washcloth for his face a little ways 


downstream. 


The creek burbled and babbled as it ran over its rocky bed, sloshing at its overfull banks on the 
way down the mountain. The birds chirped and warbled in the branches high above them and the 
sound of critter’s feet scurrying through the leaves and the quiet huffs from the horses could be 
heard whenever the light breeze died down. 


It was a peaceful day beneath the pines, beautiful and balmy and gorgeous in that untamed 
wilderness way and if it weren’t for the brittle tension between Alpha and Omega, it could have 
been a scene between lovers, a prelude to a kiss and an Omega bedded into the sweet grass, a 
moment of bliss in the middle of a lazy spring day. 


Instead, Peter scrubbed at his body with the rough cloth and unscented soap until the suds bubbled 
up and floated away from pinkened skin. He dunked his head into the currents and scrubbed 
through his hair, sat on his knees exhausted and crumbled the last bits of soap between his fingers 
to clean beneath his nails until he was shivering. The Omega cupped his hands and drank the cold 
water till his teeth chattered and his tongue was stinging and he couldn’t 

taste sick or fear or Nathan in his mouth anymore and then he fell back onto his rear and pulled his 
knees to his chest to duck his head and hide. 


... “Don’t look at me like that.” Peter didn’t know how long he sat in the water, but when he 
finally lifted his head he was mostly numb again, anything below his knees heavy and unfeeling, 
his lower back chilled and each breath rattling against the cold currents. 


Wade was watching him in silence, the huge Alpha sat still and observing on the grass close to the 
water and though he frowned when Peter’s teeth audibly chattered he made no attempt to stand up 
and reach for the Omega, or even to coax Peter from the creek and into some warm clothes. 


Instead Wade just sat and watched and Peter breathed a laugh that was closer to a whimper and 
demanded through half frozen lips, “What are you looking at? Don’t look at me like that!” 


“T was just--” The Alpha cleared his throat, flexing his bare toes in the grass as he gathered his 
thoughts. “I was just thinkin’ about how beautiful you are. How I’ve seen you a whole bunch’a 
times but never like this.” 


“Like what?” Peter forced himself to stand, stumbling naked and shivering from the water so he 
could stretch out on the ground and sun dry for a few minutes before wriggling back into his 
clothes. “Numb? Exhausted? Pissed off?” 


“No like--” 


Whatever Wade was going to say stuck in his throat when the wind wound round Peter’s bare skin 
and sent the Alpha a wash of pure Omega scent, unfiltered honeysuckle and delicately drugging 
lavender and that sharper, sweeter edge that nearly matched the lilies blooming wild all over the 
countryside. 


“Pete.” Wade’s head snapped back, mouth falling open panting as he tried to breathe through it all. 
“M-Mercy. Mercy, shit.” 


“What are you doing?” Peter paused midstep, thoroughly confused by the Alpha’s reaction. “What 
are you doing right now, you’ve seen me naked before, don’t act like that.” 


“Not about seeing you naked, though I sure do love it.” Wade’s head ducked again, shoulders 
bowed with the effort of keeping himself still, his entire frame vibrating with the last dredges of his 


self control. “It’s uh-- you--” 


A deep breath, a purposeful inhale of the addicting scent and the Alpha’s eyes rolled back in his 
head for a few, mind blanking seconds. “Smell good, Omega. N-Never scented you without all that 
perfume or the fancy soap on you it’s-- it’s good. Shit, it’s good.” 


A dull flush filled Wade’s face, mottling between the rough skin at his neck and higher up by his 
cheekbones. “You scent real pretty, Omega.” 


“Are you--” Peter narrowed his eyes, gauging the situation and trying to figure out if the Alpha was 
teasing him. “Are you pretending to be shy right now?” 


Wade’s mouth opened but no words came out, and after a stuttering, embarrassing few seconds, the 
Alpha finally just looked away to try and gather himself. 


“Are you serious?” Peter’s laugh was forced, nearly painful. He didn’t know what to do with the 
unexpected show of vulnerability and it hurt his heart in a very real way that up till this moment 
he’d seen so little of Wade being honest that he didn’t even recognize it at first blink. “Wade 
Wilson, you’ve tied me up and spanked my ass until I couldn’t sit but you’re going to be shy about 
my scent after a bath?” 


“Seems different is all.” The Alpha hissed through clenched teeth, hands opening and closing as if 
he couldn’t help the instinct to grab. “Seein’ you like this feels different than seein’ you at 
Vanessa’s place.” 


“Well if it makes you feel more comfortable with the situation, you can pay me for the privilege.” 
The Omega regretted the words the moment they passed his lips, but he couldn’t seem to stop the 
bitter sarcasm from leeching into every syllable. “I'll have to adjust my prices for the 
circumstances.” 


“Yeah.” Wade coughed, then coughed again, rubbing at his nose as if Peter’s scent was simply 
too much. “Tell me how much and I'll leave it on the saddle.” 


“Oh Mr. Wilson.” Peter turned his back to slip back into his undergarments and trousers. “You 
owe me more than you have in those saddlebags as compensation for what you’ ve put me through 
the last few weeks.” 


“IT know.” The Alpha’s acquiescence and agreement had Peter’s fingers faltering at the button fly in 
confusion. “I’m-- I’m trying to make up for that Omega. Trying to make up for a lot of things right 
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now. 


“Now you're trying?” Peter’s laugh was an awful sound. “At least four months late 
and several dollars short, wouldn’t you say?” 


“Yeah.” Wade said again, dully. “I know.” 
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Midday slipped away into afternoon and still Alpha and Omega sat creekside and let the sunshine 
and gentle breeze soften the silence and tension stringing tight between their auras. The Alpha’s 
scent crackled needy, or at least as close to needy as Wade would let himself feel with his Omega 
sitting so close, scenting so sweet and potent, but Peter’s shoulders were curved in exhaustion, his 
jaw set tight as if he still wanted to argue and his arms folded round his knees drawing his entire 
frame into a defensive, tight ball. 


They were far away from each other, physically mentally and emotionally distant. Peter stared out 
into the water and Wade just stared at Peter, carefully cataloguing his Omega’s body and scent and 
disposition, lost in whirling thoughts about what Francis might have done to his mate, 

what Cable might have done beyond the obvious imprinting Peter didn’t want to talk about. 


Wade itched to scoop the pretty Omega up into his arms and hold Peter tight until they both only 
scented like each other, he wanted to slip back in his memories to one of the moments where he’d 
come to Peter’s door bleeding and the Omega had taken care of him as if he cared, as if Peter was 
happy to see the Alpha regardless of the situation, he wanted to bed down right then and there and 
just sleep with his Omega’s arms holding him tight. 


They had both almost died not that many days ago. Died. The near death experience had shocked 
Wade into confronting the same truths he’d been running for a few months previous and now they 
sat too still and too quiet and the Alpha could hear the minutes and opportunities ticking away like 
so much sand in a glass, tick tick tick closer until the day Peter decided to finally board that train 
and leave him. 


Tick tick tick and the Alpha wanted to roar. 
Tick tick tick and Wade wanted to drop to his knees and beg. 
But then-- 


“Nobody hurt me.” The admission came slow, as if Peter had to think through every word. “I know 
what you’re thinking, you scent pissy and petty and worried and jealous and that’s how you always 
scented when you’d see me with a bruise you didn’t put on me. You always worried if I was hurt 
and even when I was hurt I’d lie so you wouldn’t snap feral.” 


Again, “Nobody hurt me. No one even touched me. There were a few in Francis’s posse that 
would have liked to try, but I think the others were scared of me.” 


The Omega smiled, there and gone. “And if they weren’t scared of me, they were scared of what 
you would do if anyone touched me. Francis was a creep but I think he hoped I would be 
impressed with his bravado or violence or something. He tried to act sweet with me, but I played 
him for a fool, easier than I played the miners that came from the hills and hadn’t seen an Omega 
in days. I had my knife the entire time, I would have stabbed anyone who came close enough to 
dare. Even Angel avoided me after the first few days, I got mouthy and flirty with her and she 
didn’t like it.” 


“You don’t have a single ounce of self preservation in your body.” Wade wasn’t surprised of 
course, it was that fire and spark and indomitable spirit that set Peter apart so far from any other 
Omega Wade had ever known, but his entire soul shifted soaring at the recognition between them, 
Peter understanding what he was thinking by scent and posture alone. My mate. “Do you? Not a 
goddamn ounce.” 


“That’s almost exactly what Francis said.” Another smile, there and gone but like balm all the 
same to the Alpha’s battered heart. “Either way, no one hurt me and I escaped before they had a 
chance. Stop worrying about it.” 


“Kay.” The Alpha’s scent warmed in happiness, then shuddered again hesitantly. “And Cable? 
What about him?” 


“Do you really want to know about me spending all that time with your former partner?” Peter 
arms tightened around his knees, hugging himself for the comfort he couldn’t ask Wade to give. “I- 


- I don’t want to talk about him.” 
“No, I don’t want to know.” Then, with a half snarl. “But yes. I have to know.” 


“Fine.” The cold water had eased the echo of Nathan in Peter’s veins and he inhaled uncertain but 
exhaled calm when thinking of the other Alpha didn’t make his chest seize up uncomfortable 
again. “If you have to know...” 


Peter’s eyes sparked with a hint of mischief, a smile at the corner of his mouth. “Well if 
you have to know, he got on his knees and used his tongue on me. You’ve certainly never done 
that.” 


This time the Alpha’s snarl snapped harsh between them and Peter almost--almost wanted to laugh 
at it. 


“Are you trying to make me jealous?!” 


“T’m trying to point out that an Alpha who only barely met me had no problem worshipping me on 
the altar of his bed.” The Omega pointed out calmly, brattily, if only to make Wade snarl all over 
again. A dark, lonely part of Peter saw the jealousy as affection and after so much strife, even 
jealousy tinted affection was welcome whether he was ready to admit it out loud or not. “You’ve 
been buying your way between my legs for four years now and never once have you even offered 
to do that sort of thing.” 


“And that proves what?” If Wade’s vision hadn’t been so bloody, furious red he might have been 
able to catch the barest thread of mockery in Peter’s voice, he might have even been able to 
recognize the same aggravating, provoking teasing they’d always gravitated too and realized that 
his Omega was trying to extend an olive branch of sorts to mend the chasm between their souls. 


Instead the Alpha could barely blink without contemplating murder and he growled out, “So what 
does that prove? That I don’t take care of you? That I’m selfish? That I-- I don’t worship you like 
he did?” 


“T would think it proves all of the above.” Peter stuck his pert nose in the air, more habit than 
anything when it came to purposefully riling up this dangerous Alpha. “Wouldn’t you agree?” 


“Jesus Christ, Omega.” The red at Wade’s eyes faded only a bit when he finally saw Peter’s tiny 
smile and caught the light in the honeysuckle scent. “Maybe I was waiting for you to be bratty 
enough to just climb on my face and take a ride.” 


“Maybe I was waiting for you to be gentle enough for me to attempt it without you breaking my 
neck for daring to take charge.” The Omega sniffed. “Brute.” 


“You--” the moment soured almost as quickly as it lifted as Wade processed Peter’s words. 
“You’re scared of me, Omega?” 


“T didn’t say I was scared.” Peter scratched his throat idly, pressing at the paler strip of skin where 
his collar sat for so long. “I said I was waiting for you to be gentle.” 


“T am not gentle, Pete.” 


“Mr. Wilson.” There was no heat in Peter’s tone, no anger or judgment, just tired acceptance. “I am 
well aware.” 


Silence again, thick and uncomfortable and threatening to drive them further apart. 


“You um.” Wade spoke up, spoke up again, refused to let the silence get too long now that they 
were finally close. “You never let the Alphas that close to you with their fangs anyway. To uh-- to 
worship you. You always said you were too worried they’d bite you if you did something they 
didn’t like. Why would I have offered to do that sort of thing if I knew that was one of your rules?” 


“One of my rules.” The Omega echoed thoughtfully. “You mean like my rules about no kissing, no 
staying the night, no chasing away my other clients and not getting possessive? You didn’t give 
two single fucks about those rules so why would you care about this one?” 


Wade didn’t have an answer for that, or at least not one that wouldn’t have him salivating 
just thinking about opening Peter up around his tongue and fingers, so instead he asked the 
question that was still bothering him-- 


“Pete. Tell me the truth. Are you-- are you scared of me?” 


“No.” Peter’s slim shoulders lifted and fell in a shrug. “I’ve never been scared of you, you’d never 
hurt me or at least not in any way I couldn’t recover from.” 


Then curiously, “...are you scared of me, Wade?” 


The Alpha thought about how Peter had him wrapped around his finger and hadn’t even realized it, 
how any distance from the Omega made him itch, how the months away had led to Wade’s already 
violent nature surging forward at the slightest provocation and how the smallest smile from Peter 
had his soul settling soothed all over again. 


He thought about that first meeting when Peter had approached him so boldly, their second third 
fourth fifth time together when Wade had already memorized every inch of the flawless body and 
Peter had brushed his mouth over every inch of the Alpha’s scars and breathed adoration against 
Wade’s heart... 


“Pete, I'd give you anything you want.” 
“What if I said I wanted your soul?” 


“Yeah, Pete.” Wade got to his feet and went to unloop Arthur’s reins, busying himself with the 
saddle so he didn’t have to face the Omega as he admitted, “Yeah, I’m scared of you. Downright 
terrified, really.” 


“Oh.” Peter whispered, and watched the Alpha visibly shudder when his scent and aura swelled 
shimmering understanding for a few seconds between them. “... / see.” 
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Chapter Notes: 


You guys know I try to have our character say ‘I love you’ in at least one way before 
they actually say the words because if you finally do get to the ‘I love you’ scene and 
are surprised by the depth of their feelings, it means I wrote a supremely shitty 
romance novel, besides the repetition of “I'd give you everything/I want your soul’ 
which is definitely important later i think the “are you scared of me? Terrified. I see” 
moment is that moment for this Spideypool. We as readers know they’ve both claimed 
each other ‘mate’ and of course they are both aware of each others feelings even if 
they’ve taken denial to breathtaking new heights. 


But that moment where big bad Alpha Wade Wilson admits to being scared of Peter-- 


clearly it’s not because of what Peter could do to him physically, which means it's 
what the Omega can do to his HEART and that’s a super powerful statement for a guy 
like Wade. Love to see that Tol being vulnerable. 


Next Up! Cue the saxophone noises and make it *truce* and *repressed emotions* 
and *nothing gets us past angst like a good dicking down* HOLLA 


Truce 


Happy’s Restaurant 
Wolf Canyon 
Three Years Previous 


“Deputy Barton.” Peter ran his fingers teasingly through the other Omega’s shaggy hair, then 
down to tickle at the back of Clint’s hair. “How dare you show up at my place of work looking so 
pretty and stealing all the Alpha’s attention? It’s practically a crime, I ought to have the Sheriff 
come and haul you away in handcuffs.” 


“Don’t you threaten me with a good time.” Clint was too busy eating to smile up at Peter, but he 
kicked out the closest chair at the table and motioned for the other Omega to sit. “I’ve been asking 
Sam to lock me up for being naughty for ages. Maybe if you mention it to him, he’ll take me 
seriously.” 


“Oh my god.” Peter chuckled at the sassy Deputy and dropped gracelessly into the offered chair, 
nudging his foot against Clint’s boot. “I’d have thought the Sheriff would be all about playing 
‘lawman and outlaw’ with you.” 


“Nah, not Sam.” Clint scooped up a bite of his lunch and held it out to Peter for a taste. “My mate’s 
too good of a Sheriff to be swayed by slutty outlaws promising favors for early release, and he’s far 
too gentle to drag me angrily off a scratchy prison cot and ravish me roughly against the wall while 
I promise to be a good Omega and never break the law again if only he’d knot my desperate little- 
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“Deputy Barton!!”’ Several Alphas and even a few Betas turned to look when Peter’s 
surprised shriek of laughter rang through the restaurant. “Have mercy!” 


“T shan’t.” The Omega waggled his eyebrows playfully. “And you’re welcome, by the way. Now 
you can think about my mate being that sorta Sheriff the next time you’re with a boring 
customer.” 


“ll be sure and thank Sheriff Wilson personally for the favor.” Peter was still laughing when the 
double doors of Happy’s place opened to admit the very Alpha Sheriff Sam Wilson. “Hmm, 
speaking of our favorite lawman...?” 


“Mr. Parker.” Sheriff Wilson tipped his hat and smiled broadly at the pretty Omega. “How are you 
today?” 


“Suddenly seriously considering committing a crime, Sheriff.” Peter dropped one eye in a wink 
while Clint choked over a laugh. “And you?” 


“Pleased to see my mate smiling.” Sam bent to kiss Clint’s cheek, then his forehead and finally his 
lips, cupping his Omega’s jaw gently and sealing their mouths together for a long moment. “How 
are you feeling today, beauty?” 


“Still hungry.” Clint tapped at his nearly empty plate. “A little chilled with the wind. Somewhat 
thirsty and increasingly anxious to get home. Are you off shift yet?” 


“Not yet.” The Alpha began unbuttoning his shirt immediately, stripping out of the long sleeves 


and draping the warm material over Clint’s shoulders. “Another few hours till Deputy Lang gets 
back with Marshal Rhodes, then I can come home. Ill get you more food and another drink. Stay 
right here.” 


“Yes Alpha.” Clint’s nose wrinkled in pleasure over another kiss. “Thank you, Alpha.” 


“Tell me something, Deputy Barton.” Peter watched in amusement as the Sheriff hurried across the 
restaurant to order more food. “How do you get your Alpha to do absolutely everything for you 
like that? ’ve seen you two together for years now and Sam is always like this. Did you ask for 
that? To be so pampered?” 


“No, I didn’t ask for anything.” Clint’s cherry blossom scent bumped in happiness when he slid his 
arms into Sam’s long sleeve shirt and was instantly warmer. “Sam just takes care of me.” 


“Without being asked.” 


“He’s my Alpha, Pete.” The Omega explained, as if his words explained anything at all. “Of course 
he does it without being asked.” 


“Gets you food, gets you drinks, checks to see what you need before anything else, literally gives 
you the shirt off his back because you’re chilled.” Peter pressed flatly. “I’ve seen the Sheriff carry 
you down the street when the sidewalks are crowded so you don’t have to walk in the mud and 
scuff your boots. Last month before your heat, Sam didn’t let you sit anywhere but his lap cos you 
were achy and uncomfortable and then he paid Happy extra money to specifically make you an 
entire pecan pie because you mentioned in passing about wanting a piece.” 


“Yep.” Clint just nodded, unconcerned with Peter’s incredulous expression. “What of it?” 


“T um--” Peter’s brow lowered in confusion and maybe a hint of jealousy. “I guess I have a hard 
time believing an Alpha would be that willingly smitten and subservient without either being asked 
beforehand or-- or getting something in return.” 


“Oh Sam gets something in return.” Clint straightened in anticipation of his Alpha returning. “Me. 
His mate. I’m his Omega, Pete. I’m everything he wants so he’s happy to do anything I want.” 


“Except ravish you roughly against a cell door?” Peter suggested and Clint clicked his tongue 
dramatically, “God, except that. Yes. Otherwise, he’s the perfect Alpha.” 


“Well whatever it is you two have, it’s disgustingly adorable.” Peter swallowed and swallowed 
and swallowed away the /onging that caught up hot in the back of his throat when Sheriff Wilson 
returned and bent to croon and rumble at his mate. Clint tilted his head to allow the Alpha in to 
scent him, Sam growled in approval and appreciation while petting through Clint’s hair, then the 
Omega closed his eyes and purred, thoroughly content to be held by his mate and not caring a 
single bit that they were in public and his Alpha was being sappy and possessive and sweet. 


Clint closed his eyes and purred in that subsonic, only-for-his Alphas-ears tone that all mated 
Omegas did, an unconscious noise he couldn’t stop vibrating from his chest, a soul deep 
acknowledgement that he was safe and loved and well taken care of, perfectly synced to the Alpha 
whispering quiet adoration into his skin. 


Peter got up and left the table, the heels of his boots click-clacking over the wooden floors and 
echoing dully on the stairs as he hurried towards his room upstairs and the buffer the thin walls 
would provide from the scent of mated couples and happiness. 


T hate it here. 


“Peter.” Eva stopped him just before he reached his door, the other Omega’s sharp eyes quickly 
dissecting his expression and nose flaring as she tried to read his scent. “What happened? Why are 
you so upset?” 


“Eva.” Peter’s slim finger shook around the doorknob. “Eva, can you imagine being taken care of 
so well, so thoroughly, that every time your mate comes round you can’t help but purr?” 


“You mean really purr.” Eva tapped her throat to differentiate between the way Peter purred for his 
clients and the way Omegas purred when they were safe. “No, I cannot imagine ever being taken 
care of and cherished in that way. Why do you ask?” 


“T was with Sheriff Wilson and Deputy Barton.” Peter said by way of halting explanation, and Eva 
pursed her lips in understanding. “And Sheriff Wilson just--” a vague motion. “Everything Clint 
could ever want, and he never even has to ask. Can you imagine being taken care of that well?” 


“No.” Eva tugged her sleeves down further to cover the scars on her hands, adjusted the high collar 
of her blouse to hide the scar tissue at her neck. “I don’t think Omegas like me are meant for that 
sort of thing anyway.” 


“’m probably not either.” Peter’s mouth turned down at the corners, a peculiar sense of 
hopelessness crowding at the edges of his mind. “I can’t imagine even trusting an Alpha enough to 
let him try and take care of me, much less being so well pampered that I purr about it. That’ s-- 
that’s ridiculous.” 


“T agree.” Eva decided. “I can’t imagine.” 
“Me--me either.” 


Absolutely ridiculous. 
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Present Day 


The sun had already disappeared behind the hills and the last few streaks of purple clouds were 
fading into the nighttime sky by the time Wade stopped their travels for the day. Stars were 
peeking out at the furthest points of the horizon and the temperature dropped with every passing 
moment as the Alpha took Arthur off the open plains and into the trees at the base of a low 
mountain looking for a place to rest. He needed a spot that would buffer them from the night wind 
and obscure their camp from any passers-by but also one that wouldn’t pin them against the 
mountain in case of an attack and once Wade found an adequate set up, he left Arthur to graze and 
went back on foot to bring Peter in as well. 


“What can I do to help?” Peter didn’t object when Wade took the gelding’s reins and walked them 
a distance through the thick trees to their hidden camp. “I don’t know how to start a fire but I can 
help with firewood. Or heating the food up. I can lay out the bedrolls while you--” 


“You don’t hafta do anything.” Wade couldn’t quite meet Peter’s eyes after their afternoon by the 
creekside and the honesty the Omega’s pure scent had dragged right outta him, but the lingering 
insecurity and uncertainty took second place to the conviction and determination in his deep voice. 
“Tl lay your bedroll out and you can rest while I set up.” 


“Let me help.” Peter wiggled off the horse’s back and took the leads again so he could set the 
gelding to grazing close to Arthur. “I have the supplies in my saddlebags for--” 


“Pete.” the Alpha had been told not to touch, so Wade clenched his fists at his side and didn’t let 
himself reach to try and stop Peter from moving. Instead he sharpened his tone towards an order-- 
not a Command, Peter would bite his throat out for even thinking about it-- and repeated firmly, 
“ll lay your bedroll out and you can rest while I set up.” 


Peter’s skin prickled against the order, the layer of not-quite-compulsion in the Alpha’s voice 
grating on his nerves. He did not like being told what to do and he did not like Alphas who used 
their biological perks to force another gender to listen. Only mates responded to a full blown Alpha 
Command but every Omega felt the urge to obey when an Alpha spoke like that and Peter was no 
different. The unfairness of it all prickled at his skin and grated at his nerves and Peter opened his 
mouth ready to snap off irritable-- 


“Sit right here.” Wade shook out the bigger bedroll from Arthur’s pack and laid it on the grassiest 
part of their little camp, then added another blanket for extra padding and tucked the softer bag 
with his clothes inside beneath the top of the blanket to provide a pillow. “Omega, sit right here 
and I'll take care of everythin’ else, yeah?” 


“You'll take care of everything else.” This time the prickle at Peter’s skin was less irritation and 
more awareness, a not quite comfortable recognition of yet another distinct shift in his dealings 
with the Alpha. “You-- you’ll take care--” 


“--of everything else.” Wade adjusted, then readjusted the blankets and makeshift pillow so Peter 
would have the most comfortable place available in their camp. “Settle for me, Pete.” 


ae Pacmag 


Settle had a different sort of connotation than just sit. Sit was an order but settle was almost a plea. 
Sit meant Peter was to listen, to stay quiet and out of the way but settle was asking that Peter rest 
and relax and allow the Alpha to do what needed to be done. Sit was a way to control the Peter 
but settle was a request for the Omega to trust. 


Sit because Peter was acting out. Settle because Wade wanted to take care of him. 
a | um--”’ 


“Can you imagine being taken care of so well, so thoroughly, that every time your 
mate comes round you can’t help but purr?” 


Peter didn’t quite settle but he did cross the camp without any fuss and sit himself quietly on the 
arranged bedroll. He ran a hand purposefully over the pillow and clicked his tongue in appreciation 
so Wade wouldn’t mistake his silence as disapproval then hugged his knees to his chest, watched 
the Alpha hurry to start a fire, and tried to understand just what Wade asking him to settle was 
doing to his heart. 


“Settle, Pete.” The lingering intimacy from their afternoon at the creek and the palpable echo of 
Wade’s honesty lent an overwhelming importance to every single action around their camp. The 
Alpha gathered kindling and crafted a quickly burning fire and Peter couldn’t tear his eyes away 
from the abrasions and cuts at Wade’s hands, wood had to be split to feed the established flames 
and the Omega’s throat went dry watching the play of muscle in Wade’s broad shoulders and thick 
biceps. The wind shifted as their supper was heating in the pans and the gust brought the scent of 
spiced meat and Alpha musk to Peter’s nose, making his mouth water and eyes widen. 


“Eat, Omega.” The plate Wade handed to Peter was piled high with more food than the Omega 
could possibly finish, and Wade didn’t take a single bite from his own until Peter had dug in and 


eaten at least a third of his serving. The water canteen was given first to Peter, then finished off by 
Wade before the Alpha got to his feet and took off jogging through the trees to refill it at the 
freshwater creek that ran closer to the road. 


“Just settle, I got it.” The horses were fed, watered, and secured for the night and Peter didn’t have 
to lift a finger. Wade spread his own blanket closest to where intruders might stumble upon their 
camp and Peter blinked, recognizing the purposeful effort on the Alpha’s part to put himself 
between Peter and any potential danger. Supper was cleaned up and the scraps of food buried far 
from camp before the Omega could even offer to help and soon all that was left to do was sleep. 


“Get some sleep, I'll keep an eye out.” The Alpha sat on his bedroll half turned to watch Peter 
sleep, half turned to watch the forest, a rifle resting across his lap and a pistol sat on the ground by 
his side. “Just settle, Omega. I’ve got you.” 


Peter lay down on his well padded bed roll and surreptitiously rubbed his cheek into the bag that 
scented like Wade. He turned his nose into the blankets and inhaled shakily, then exhaled slow, 
forcing the breath measured and trying to ignore the itch at the back of his throat that felt like the 
urge to purr. 


Settle. 


This behavior was a new side to the volatile bounty hunter, and Peter didn’t know what to make of 
it. Wade had always been possessive but it had shown as jealousy and snarling instead of 
protectiveness and care. The Alpha had always growled and demanded but now he was asking for 
Peter to settle, for Peter to trust. Wade had always grabbed Peter up when the Omega was sassy, 
he’d bruised when they were rough in bed, he’d bit and snapped and popped his fangs in response 
to Peter challenging him but now-- now-- 


“Close your eyes, Pete.” The firelight glowed over Wade’s skin, highlighting the marred places and 
scars scattered across his arms and up to his bare scalp, casting shadows over his tensed jaw and 
making the scarlet flecks in his eyes glow. The Alpha looked half monstrous, half feral, but he 
rumbled soothing, “I'll keep you safe. Sleep.” 


Peter pulled the blankets up to his chin and closed his eyes halfway, enough to satisfy Wade’s 
demand to rest but not quite enough to block the Alpha from view. His head was spinning trying to 
map and understand Wade’s new behavior, mind racing trying to catalogue the events so far and 
trying to predict what might happen tomorrow but the Omega came up blank on every single 
possible next. 


Peter had survived this long in his life by being able to dissect, understand, and react to an Alpha 
all within the first few minutes of meeting and he had been sure he knew who Wade Wilson was. 
Their relationship was more than whore-and-john, it wasn’t exactly friendship though it was a long 
way from anything romantic and tender. Anyone on the outskirts of their unpredictable dynamic 
had long ago given up trying to explain it but Peter had always understood exactly where he stood 
with the bounty hunter, 


The Omega had always been entirely confident in the frustratingly complex intricacies of his 
relationship with Wade but tonight he lay on his bedroll and watched the Alpha in the firelight and 
realized he knew nothing about this Wade and this part of their relationship and what might happen 
tonight or tomorrow if Wade decided to be frighteningly, overwhelmingly honest all over again. 


Terrified, he was terrified of everything he didn’t know about the Alpha and their situation and 
their future. Peter was terrified but his throat itched like he wanted to close his eyes and purr and 
the two emotions were so at odds with each other that the Omega was nearly nauseous all over 


again. 


“S’ okay, baby boy.” Wade’s voice floated over from his bedroll, low and comforting in response to 
the whine Peter had unconsciously let slip. “Settle settle. ? ve got you. Rest.” 


But Peter couldn’t properly rest with so much turmoil in his heart and mind and when morning 
came after a long night, the consequences of not being able to settle appeared in full force when it 
was time to ride again. 


“Ow ow ow.” the Omega hissed, shifting on the saddle for the umpteenth time since leaving camp. 
The sun hadn’t even broken the horizon when Wade had called him out of bed, and now it was 
only barely noon and the road was rocky, bumpy, jostling Peter with every step and twinging at the 
accumulated bruises from a week and a half of traveling. It was damn near torture and Peter’s 
entire body rebelled against the thought of even another second perched uncomfortably atop the 
gelding’s back, much less another six or seven hours before they made camp again. 


“Wade?” he wet his lips, steeled himself against the instinctive self-disgust at having to ask for a 
break, and raised his voice, “Wade? I know we gotta keep moving but--” 


“Let’s take a break right here.” the Alpha cut in before Peter could even finish his sentence, pulling 
Arthur to a halt in a shady grove of aspens where the grass grew thick enough for the horses to eat 
and bluebells and lilies bloomed scattered in the patches of sunlight. It was a good place to rest, a 
good place to sleep and the horses nickered in relief at the chance to rest. “I’m stiff from sittin’ all 
night and my side’s acting up.” 


“Oh.” Briefly, Peter wondered if Wade honestly needed a break or if the Alpha had read the 
desperation in his aura and was blaming himself for the break to spare Peter the indignity of 
showing any weakness. “Well if you need a break, then I don’t mind if we-- “ 


Peter gasped out loud when Wade slid off Arthur’s back and damn near collapsed onto the ground. 
“Wade? Wade!” 


He moved without even thinking about it, wriggling out of his own saddle and running the short 
distance between them to try and prop the Alpha up. “Hey hey hey, what’s going on? What just 
happened?” 


Wade’s only answer was a painful wheeze and Peter grabbed onto him tighter, holding the Alpha 
around the waist and pressing against Wade’s frame to try and keep him upright. “Are you 
okay? Wade! Are you alright?!” 


“M’ fine.” Wade was panting, eyes closed and fangs bared in a grimace as he waited for the pain to 
subside. “M’fine, Pete. Just pulled somethin’ when I got down. Not a big deal.” 


“Tt seems like it’s a big deal.” Once Wade was stable on his feet, Peter yanked at the Alpha’s shirt, 
pulling it free from his trousers and rucking it up towards Wade’s chest so he could see the stitches 
from the most recent wounds. His fingers instinctively found the long healed bullet wounds on 
Wade’s side and he flattened his palm warm to the familiar scars, then traced the newest ones with 
his fingertips, touching lightly over the stitches and the bruised skin on either side. “Christ, 

these look like a big deal. Are you in a lot of pain?” 


“T--Uh--” Wade sucked in a harsh breath when the Omega spread his hand wide to cover the 
damage, head spinning at the flush of sympathy and compassion in the undiluted honeysuckle 
scent. ““P--Pete, I’m fine. Fine.” 


“No you’re not, you-- you--” Belatedly, Peter took notice of where he was standing, how he was 
pressed against Wade’s body and touching all over the Alpha’s bare skin. He felt the way Wade’s 
abdomen flexed beneath his open palms and heard the Alpha’s breathing pick up and when Peter 
dug his fingers into the familiar scars then gentler at the line of new stitches the Alpha groaned 
half pained, half wanting. 


Oh. 
“Wade.” 


Wade went very still and Peter wet at his lips again before sweeping his hand tentatively up the 
Alpha’s side, along his ribs and closer to his underarm. Wade’s eyes snapped shut, lips parting over 
the next stuttered inhale and Peter took the chance to keep moving, to run his fingers over the scars 
cutting at Wade’s upper stomach, beneath the shirt to press at the rock solid muscles, around to feel 
the evidence of strength in the Alpha’s back. 


Slowly, cautiously, tentatively Wade brought his hand to lay at the base of Peter’s neck, fingers 
tangling through just the ends of the Omega’s curly hair and thumb hovering over Peter’s pulse for 
a few seconds before he finally dared draw gentle circles over the heartbeat. He didn’t dare grip at 
Peter’s neck and haul the Omega in closer, he didn’t dare bend his head to rest their foreheads 
together. Wade didn’t dare assume any of the comfort or intimacy that a bonded pair or even a 
familiar pair might share in a moment like this. Peter had ordered Wade not to touch him and the 
Alpha was breaking that rule already, he didn’t dare break it any further. 


But then-- 


“T don’t even understand how you’re upright and walking right now.” Peter murmured, coming 
back yet again to the new stitches cutting across Wade’s side and stomach. “Doesn’t it hurt?” 


“Doesn’t hurt so bad right now.” The sight of Peter’s flawless skin and slim fingers against his 
damage made the Alpha want to choke-- or maybe want to howl. “And uh-- I got more important 
shit to do than just lay down and die. Couple bullets ain’t gonna stop me.” 


“Of course not.” the Omega huffed a laugh, eyes locked on Wade’s body as his hand drifted lower 
and lower towards the Alpha’s waistband. They fell silent just breathing each other in, neither 
daring to take another step forward but neither ready to take a step away until Peter spoke again, “I 
can’t believe you walked into an ambush looking for me. I can’t believe you walked away from 
it.” 


“T'd do it again.” Wade shifted his hold so he could only barely brush against Peter’s bare bonding 
spot, conviction weighting his words heavy. “Pete, if anyone ever tried to hurt you again [’d-- [’d- 
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“Kiss me.” whispered, almost inaudible, hardly more than a breath, a wash of sweetly scented 
Omega arousal shimmering around them. 


“W-What?” 


“Kiss me, goddamnit.” Louder this time, stronger too as Peter clutched Wade’s shirt in both hands 
and yanked the Alpha down to him, standing up on his toes at the same time to rush the kiss faster. 
“Wade, kiss me.” 


They crashed together hard, mouths uncoordinated and tongues messy, bottom lips splitting 
beneath fangs as desperation and misplaced anger and grief cut the kiss sharp. There were too 


many words between Alpha and Omega just then, all the things they had never said but needed to, 
everything they should say but didn’t know where to start, too many words and the as of yet 
unstarted conversation devolved instead into too brutal kisses and too tight hands grabbing 
grasping anywhere they could reach. 


Peter’s scent splintered in desire and shameless want and the Alpha answered in kind, snarling 
under his breath when greedy fingers groped low over the fasten at his pants, cedar scent 
swelling red and sapping the air from their next kiss till Peter had to tear away gasping trying to 
gather a full breath. 


“C’mere right here with me, right here.” Wade used his size and weight to propel the Omega 
backwards to the trunk of an aspen tree and Peter went willingly, trading any typical token 
objections over being manhandled for throaty moans and coaxing trills so the Alpha would return 
to his mouth over and over. He sucked at Wade’s tongue and the Alpha stumbled crushing flowers 
beneath his feet, Wade bit at Peter’s lip, at the corner of his mouth, the hinge of his jaw until Peter 
cursed and dragged him back up again, Wade shoved him into the tree then spun the Omega round 
so he could spread both hands wide over Peter’s ass and Peter moaned for it, arched his back and 
pushed into Wade’s palms for more. 


“T missed you.” the confession came ragged, hoarse, as the Alpha fumbled with the clasp of Peter’s 
pants so he could shove them down the lean thighs. “Pete, Omega, I missed you.” 


““You’ve never said that to me once.” Peter’s fingernails snagged on the white bark of the aspen 
tree as he braced himself against the trunk. ““Not once, even when you were gone for--for months.” 


“T should’ ve said it before.” Wade grunted, knee knocking Peter's feet as far apart as the pants and 
undergarments tangled in the high boots would allow. “Should’a said it a long time ago.” 


“Tt might have been nice to--” Peter’s forehead thunked against the tree, cutting off his words when 
Wade’s huge hands spanned at his little waist then dug tight into his rear. “Would have been nice 
to hear. Wade--!” 


“T’ve got you.” the Alpha folded himself over Peter’s body, feet bumping and knees lined into the 
back of Peter’s thighs, cock pressing hot just at the curve of the Omega’s ass. He ran his calloused 
palms over every inch of skin he could reach, relearning the wiry muscles and distracting softness 
of Peter’s upper body, tugging at the thick curls then dragging his blunt nails along the bump of 
vertebra to watch Peter squirm. He grasped at Peter’s hips and hauled the Omega back another few 
inches to grind against him, and when Peter’s knees gave out, Wade planted one hand at the tree 
trunk then wrapped the other arm secure around Peter’s waist. 


“Pete.” Another kiss at the Omega’s shoulder and Wade’s entire body quaked when Peter 
mewled soft over it. “I’ve got you. I won’t let you fall.” 


“You--you’ve got me.” Peter stammered, letting his body go pliant in the Alpha’s arms, knowing in 
his very soul that Wade would catch him, handle him. “You’ve got me.” 


“Yeah, baby boy.” Growling, hungry and possessive and right into Peter’s ear so the tip of Wade’s 
fangs could catch at the tender skin. “I’ve got you.” 


“Are you--” Peter’s eyes flew open wide at the first touch at his entrance, then snapped closed 
again in a rush of embarrassment when he was immediately, thoroughly wet. Wade still had one 
arm wrapped at his waist but the Alpha was circling his hole purposefully with the other, fingers 
already slipping slick because it had been months since they’d been together and Peter was ready, 
he was ready ready ready. “Oh oh oh yes please--- please.” 


Wade was big but the Omega opened lush for him, biting his tongue to muffle an impatient sob 
when a single finger wasn’t enough but Wade seemed content to just touch him, working him open 
further with slow, unhurried thrusts, the rough catch of his knuckle at Peter’s rim enough to make 
the Omega whine. “Al--Alpha.” he gulped out. “Alpha there’s room for you in me, there’s room, 
I’m open enough. Come on. Come on.” 


The Omega tightened around the thick finger and Wade groaned out loud, heavy cock twitching 
against Peter’s ass as he tried for control. Peter was soaking wet but he was still almost 
uncomfortably tight and the Alpha wasn’t about to rush and hurt his mate. “You aren’t open 
enough, Omega. It'll hurt.” 


“C’ mere.” Peter twisted as far as he could manage without dislodging Wade’s fingers, grabbing for 
the Alpha’s shirt and dragging Wade forward into an awkwardly angled kiss, licking and biting and 
mumbling please under his breath until Wade broke away with a snarl and demanded, “You’ II tell 
me if it hurts. You’ ll tell me to stop.” 


“You wouldn’t hurt me.” Peter’s head snapped back, mouth falling open in a helpless pant when 
the fat head of the Alpha’s cock replaced the not-enough pressure of a finger at his entrance. “You 
wouldn’t-- you-- you know my scent too well, you’d know if I was hurt in a second.” 


The blatant trust gave the Alpha pause, cleared the red from his eyes for a single, breath taking 
moment and he took the moment of coherency to run his nose over Peter’s bonding spot, holding 
the Omega tight and open mouth inhaling the spiced arousal and druggingly sweet honeysuckle and 
the tint of bluebells perfuming from the flowers at their feet. 


“You're beautiful, Pete.” he whispered, awestruck and honest. “Omega. You’re perfect.” 


“T’m empty.” Peter was grateful for their position at the tree that let him hide his face, the blush 
from the praise and the vulnerability in his eyes and he tried to hide it all with sass, though it only 
came out breathless. “Wade, I’m empty so do something about it.” 


“Brat.” Soft words entirely at odds with the heat and weight of the Alpha cock at the slick hole. 
“You ready?” 


“Yes.” 


It was fast between them. Rough and fast and hard right there up against the tree, flowers crushing 
beneath their feet, clothes still mostly on and Wade’s stitches pulling with every thrust inside the 
Omega’s body. The bark cut into Peter’s palms and his insides burned every time the Alpha 
bottomed out full, grinding the bump of his knot into the Omega’s rim until it hurt and the bright 
near pain of it all only drove the moment higher. 


Peter reached back to feel where they were connected, drenching his fingers in his own slick and 
ripping a growl from the Alpha when Wade saw the shine on Peter’s hand. Fangs cut into the 
muscle at Peter’s shoulder, slid scraping down his spine as far as Wade could manage without 
having to pull out, then turned into a flurry of kisses as the Alpha worked his way back up to 
Peter’s throat. The Omega’s cock was leaking, bobbing stiff between his legs every time Wade 
shoved deeper inside him and the Alpha grabbed at Peter’s slick-wet hand, guiding it to the slender 
length and using their entwined fingers to work the Omega towards finishing. 


“Alpha.” The Omega was too far gone to remember to censor himself, the Alpha drowning too 
deep in the momentary acceptance from his mate to remember to put up even a token protest. 
“Alpha you feel so good, I-- I missed you too. I missed you too.” 


“Pete.” Wade’s hips stuttered when he heard it, a helpless rumble vibrating nonstop through his 
chest as he bent further over his mate, stroked deeper on the next thrust, angling Peter’s hips up 
until every push dragged the head of his cock just right through the Omega and Peter was whining, 
writhing, sweating down the line of his back and into the crevice between his cheeks to mix with 
the slick at his hole. The Alpha let go of Peter’s cock but only so he could cup and massage at the 
small sac then reach lower to rub firmly at the thin skin just behind. The added pressure both 
outside and in made the Omega cough out over a loud cry and Wade panted, “You okay? Is this 
good? Tell me-- tell me if--” 


Words failed when the Omega’s core clenched around him, and Wade stammered through a few 
attempts, “P--Pete, tell me how you-- how you want--” 


The Alpha cursed breathless, fighting for air when he really just wanted to fit his knot in tight and 
lock his Omega to him for hours. “Pete, I just wanna be good for you. To you. Tell me what you 
need or what you want or how you want me or--or--” 


“Just don’t let go of me.” Peter’s back bowed, legs trembling and knees knocking, almost 
hyperventilating as he spun out of control. “Wade, Alpha, just don’t let go. Don’t let go--” 


“T’ve got you.” 


Peter finished first, would have collapsed if his Alpha hadn’t been holding him up as his orgasm 
tore through him and left him shaking, shouting out hoarse, splattering the white and black trunk of 
the aspen tree and spilling dripping down onto the petals of the bluebonnets at their feet. 


Wade was only a few seconds behind, locking his jaw so he wouldn’t bite and hissing out agonized 
as he pulled free of Peter and gripped at his knot, nearly collapsing to his knees as he finished 
messy and lightheaded and overflowing into the grass. 


“Wade--!” Peter reached for him anxious and Wade came right back, stumbled himself forward 
and slid right back inside the Omega, budged his knot up tight against Peter’s hole so the Omega 
could rock back onto him and still feel full in the way they both needed. He planted one hand on 
the tree to hold them balanced and hugged Peter with the other, rubbing his forehead into the 
Omega’s shoulder and crooning pleadingly when Peter held the arm at his waist with both hands, 
digging in sharp with his nails so Wade could feel him. 


“You--” Peter had to work to talk, licking his lips and trying to blink without the world spinning 
around him. “You let go. I told you not to let go.” 


“T wouldn’t’a been able to stop myself from knotting you.” the Alpha dotted a kiss at the beauty 
mark on Peter’s back. “Only-- only your Alpha should be able to knot you.” 


Silence, sudden and thick and terrifying in the few seconds where Peter had every ounce of control 
in their unorthodox dynamic and the Alpha would be at his mercy no matter what he said next. 


But Peter was silent and after a long moment, Wade pressed at the Omega’s side gently, then eased 
himself free again. Peter remained quiet while Wade tucked himself away, quiet while the Alpha 
used the long end of his sleeve to gently dry between Peter’s thighs and pull his undergarments and 
pants back up to his hips, and quiet once the Alpha stepped away and Peter could straighten up 
enough to fasten his trousers again. 


And finally, Wade-- “Truce, baby boy.” He took a long drink from their canteen and passed it over 
to Peter. “Truce, alright? I don’t want to fight with you anymore. We don’t gotta do this anymore 
either if you don’t want to, and I know this whole thing to find Francis is a shit show but Pete, I 


don’t wanna fight with you anymore. Truce. Talk to me so we can figure out a way to get through 
whatever’s coming next.” 


The Omega ran trembling hands down his shirt, straightening the blouse and flicking away a few 
stray leaves, rubbing at his nose. “Wade I um-- I’m still leaving when all this is over. I’m still 
going to go East. I’m still leaving.” 


“And I’m still gonna give you all the gold it’Il take to get you where you wanna be.” Wade’s throat 
moved as he swallowed. “But for right now...?” 


“For right now, truce.” Peter held out his hand and Wade took it, bringing the Omega’s knuckles to 
his mouth for a kiss. “I can handle a truce.” 


A quick snack and retrieval of the horses and it was no more than twenty minutes after stopping 
that Alpha and Omega were on the road again. Their brief interlude certainly hadn’t helped Peter’s 
soreness and his core twinged uncomfortably with every single step, but lingering there at the 
corner of the Omega’s gorgeous mouth was a tiny, almost content smile over what had happened. 


Wade kept his eyes forward towards the horizon and their eventual destination, half focused on 
whatever was coming, half still lost in the memory of Peter begging for more... 


...and deciding right then and there to never tell his Omega about the way that adorable nose 
scrunched up when he lied. 
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Chapter Notes: 


T really love the beginning scene with Clint and Sam. Clint is RIDICULOUS and Sam 
loves him so much. They are always such relationship goals and for Peter to watch 
them and just ACHE for not even being able to imagine being loved so thoroughly... 
ugh. If only he knew. 


Also, I’m not going to let myself ramble about how important that moment of ‘settle’ is 
for this version of Spideypool specifically, but I definitely WILL ramble if you guys hit 
me up on Tumblr, Just... lots of Spideypool feels, especially since they are Benjamin 
Buttoning their way through the typical relationship development and that brings up 
SO MANY interesting dynamics as opposed to my usual way of writing them. 


Next Up! A trip to town, information gathering, and a Very Spideypool Love 
Confession 


Claim 


Hope’s Hollow was an unexpectedly sizable settlement, rising from the dusty landscape with a 
myriad of buildings and several streets grid-marked out across the plains, a well visible church and 
several taverns, boarding houses for the workers that came through on the railroads, a school for 
the children and not one but two different mercantiles stocked full of ready made supplies for the 
local population. To the East stretched farmland and ranches and to the West, huge corrals to 
handle the cattle that boarded the trains heading for the slaughterhouses, and a train yard laid with 
the criss cross of several different railroads where the tracks split off to take travelers further to the 
frontier, North to the gold fields, South into the mountains and beyond to the ocean. 


The town was sufficient enough to sustain itself through the long winter months, busy enough to 
keep citizens employed all year long and just big enough to allow a measure of anonymity to 
anyone who wanted to remain relatively invisible for the duration of their stay. 


In short, Hope’s Hollow was the perfect place for an Alpha such as Francis to use as both a 
recruitment area for his band of miscreants and to establish a network of spies and communications 
to further whichever sketchy scheme was next on his to do list. 


In short, Hope’s Hollow was the perfect place for an Alpha such as Wade to gather information on 
his volatile former partner without causing too much of a stir and to restock the weapons he’d lost 
in the fight at St. Margaret's, and the bounty hunter fully intended to do both those things. 


“Is Hope’s Hollow named after a woman?” Peter clicked his tongue and urged his horse up closer 
alongside Arthur as they rode into the very outskirts of the town. “Like the illustrious Lieutenant 
Van Dyne?” 


“It’s a warning for anyone who ventures too close.” Wade countered grimly. “Hope is Hollow. Be 
ye warned, those who enter here. What seems like paradise is only a trap and what seems like a 
simple trap may well be your doom.” 


The Omega frowned, turning in his saddle to survey the prettily picturesque buildings growing 
steadily thicker and they rode further along the main street. “Why do you say it like that?” 


“There are two sides to cities like this, Pete.” Wade tipped his hat forward on his face, hiding the 
tell tale scars the would identify him to anyone even remotely familiar with Francis or their crew 
from back in the day. “You know that better than most people. There’s the side where all 

th’regular people hang out, stores and shops and church and schools and wide streets full of smiling 
neighbors and then there’s the--” 


“--whorehouses.” Peter’s eyes darted left to a non descript building, purposefully unassuming in it's 
decor and paint with an odd amount of windows that to the untrained eye would seem like a luxury 
of glass, but to Peter very obviously spoke of smaller rooms behind the walls, small rooms that 
only fit a bed and a wash basin and were usually rented by the hour. 


“There’s the side of the city with whorehouses and the saloons that law enforcement isn’t willing to 
step foot in and the shops that provide materials necessary for any assortment of crime.” the 
Omega finished as his gaze landed on yet another purposefully unassuming sort of building set 
back from the road. “So Hope’s Hollow is a bustling little burg full of opportunity for some, and a 
soul sucking trap of despair for others. Like a coin shining gold in the street is only bright on one 
side, the other would be dusty and dirty and covered in grime. Two sides to the same coin, two 
sides to the same town, two places for two very different types of people to find their way in the 


world.” 


Peter glanced around them to the faded paint and darkened windows of the buildings and discreet 
establishments. “You and I belong on this side, don’t we?” 


Wade slanted a curious look sideways towards the Omega. They’d never spent much time talking 
about... well anything, actually. Wade and Peter had never spent much time talking about anything 
but the few times Peter had chattered about his interests, the few times the Omega had told Wade 
about the books he read and the newspaper articles he’d clipped, the rare occasion when Peter 
admitted to missing school and the chance to learn, even the days the Alpha had watched Peter 
work a room, flirting and laughing and effortlessly dissecting every person’s intentions and 
behavior then seamlessly adjusting himself to whichever dynamic was needed at any given second- 


--In those moments Wade had always been stunned by the Omega’s intelligence, begrudgingly 
smitten by the genius Peter showed, awed by the skill and competency and adaptability of the wide 
eyed, smart mouthed brunette. 


It bothered Wade in a dug deep part of his soul that life had taken Peter out of school and onto the 
streets, it bothered the Alpha that Peter had needed to learn to read a john with nothing more than a 
quick look and minute long conversation, it bothered him that the Omega looked at the outskirts of 
Hope’s Hollow and saw all the hidden, seedy places and thought he belonged. 


Peter Parker was an Omega who deserved to be shown off in high society galas while wearing the 
finest clothes, he deserved to spend his day lounging in a library and sipping expensive teas, he 
deserved to bathe in perfumed water and be wrapped in thick towels and then be laid out on the 
softest bed with more blankets and pillows than he could ever possibly need and it bothered Wade 
in the deepest, most hidden, most vulnerable part of his soul that he would never be an Alpha that 
could give Peter even half of it. 


“You--” Trail dust and emotion made Wade’s voice husky. “You don’t belong here, Pete. / do. 
You don’t. I’m gonna put your ass on a train and send you East and then you’ll have a chance to 
see where you really belong.” 


“IT know where [ really belong, Wade. I’ve always known where I belonged.” Peter didn’t turn his 
head to meet Wade’s gaze, neither did he allow any inflection into his tone as they rode, but that 
honeysuckle scent boldened claiming for a few seconds and it left the Alpha speechless. 


He stared at Peter speechless as Arthur plodded along, and for the first time in a long time, Wade 
felt a lot less hollow and infinitely more hopeful about the coming days. 


... I’ve always known where I belonged. 
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The inn several roads removed from the main street and just barely at the outskirts of Hope’s 
Hollow was the perfect place for Wade and Peter to board the horses and set their bags down while 
they worked through the next necessary steps. 


Peter immediately filled the wash basin in the small rented room and set to work cleaning the last 
day and nights worth of dirt from himself, stripping out of his shirt and pants and wiping at his 
body with the rough washcloth and neutrally scented soap. It wasn’t as relaxing as his last real bath 
in Hex had been and it wasn’t as cleansing, as mentally and emotionally freeing as the frigid waters 
of the creek where they’d stopped the first day, but it would do for now. 


He scrubbed down the length of his arms and beneath his nails to remove the grime, under his arms 
and around his neck to clean the sweat away. Down the length of his legs to his feet and then back 
up to between his thighs gently where he still twinged sore from the Alpha’s size. Quickly over his 
face, a couple sips of the clean water to swish and spit the road grit from his tongue and teeth then 
Peter turned to rummage in his bag for a clean change of clothes-- 


--and paused when he saw Wade standing at the window with arms crossed, jaw set and eyes 
trained firmly out the grimy glass and decidedly not in the Omega’s direction. Wade was standing 
too still to simply be keeping an eye out, and even if he was watching for anyone suspicious, their 
tiny window faced an alley to narrow for anything other than a tomcat which meant the Alpha had 
made the pointed decision to stare out the window as opposed to looking at anything in the room. 


Oh. 


The purposeful attempt to grant Peter privacy without compromising Peter’s potential safety by 
leaving, the obvious attempt at preserving the Omega’s modesty even though just yesterday they’d 
been tearing at each other’s clothes and begging panting for more, the sheer, stilted old 
fashionedness of an Alpha who had seen him naked dozens of times still choosing to look away 
was sweetly surprising enough to make Peter’s bruised and battered heart swell gratefully adoring. 


“Wade.” The Omega shook out one of his new skirts a few times, holding it at his body but not 
putting it on quite yet. “Wade, you don’t have to break your neck staring out into the distance. It’s 
not like you haven’t seen me naked before. It’s-- it’s fine.” 


Wade’s jaw tightened as he swallowed. “Figured you’ ve had enough of johns staring at you while 
you’re tryna put yourself together. Go on and get dressed then we can head out and see to findin’ 
some information.” 


“Or you could turn around and talk to me now, seeing as how you aren’t a john.” Peter stepped into 
the skirt and pulled it up to his hips, securing it first at his waist then gathering the split hem and 
tying one end up as well to bare his leg clear to his knee. “Where do you think we’ Il find 
information about Francis?” 


Wade turned slowly, almost begrudgingly from the alley and sat himself on the bed, red rimmed 
gaze darting from the window to the bed, the low ceiling and poorly papered walls, their bags in 
the corner and the almost empty wash basin before finally settling at Peter. The hazel eyes 
darkened another shade towards scarlet when he saw the Omega smoothing the fabric at his 
narrow waist and the expanse of bare skin up Peter’s stomach to his chest, to the graceful line of 
his...bare...throat. 


Wade was obsessed with the swath of pale, flawless skin where Peter’s collar had once sat. He’d 
never seen that particular part of the Omega’s neck, those few inches that would have been 
innocuous on any other unmated person. Everyone had a bonding spot, everyone had bonding 
glands and a slight ridge at the side of their neck that would scar silver beneath a bite during a heat 
or rut. Even Betas who weren’t slaves to their biology in the same manner as Alphas and Omegas 
wore silver mating bites from their partners. Everyone had one and there was nothing inherently 
alluring or arousing about a couple inches of unmarked skin but Wade still couldn’t tear his eyes 
away. 


All the times they’d tangled together in bed, all the days and nights Wade had spent at Madame 
Vanessa’s watching Peter work, watching the Omega dress or undress or even just sit laughing and 
drinking alongside Eva, not once had the collar ever come off. 


And yet here Peter was collar-less, bare chested and bare throated and the Alpha knew-- he knew-- 


the collar had disappeared sometime between him leaving Wolf Canyon for the last time and Peter 
showing up at Dr. Pym’s house. The thought of any one else, specifically one scarred up Alpha 
named Cable staring at Peter’s bonding spot, admiring the stretch of porcelain skin, being close 
enough to mouth at Peter’s pulse and scrape their fangs along the length of his throat, the thought 
of anyone pressing their mouth just there and inhaling the potent scent of honeysuckle and Omega 
and dizzying arousal--- 


No. Wade slammed his eyes shut, then bent over and dug the heels of his palm into his eyeballs 
trying to erase the image in his mind. 


No no no, that was the sorta thing to make an Alpha downright homicidal and Wade couldn’t let 
himself think about it. 


“Pete.” He dragged in a harsh breath and sat back up. “Pete, put a collar on.” 


“No.” Peter readjusted his blouse so it fell off his shoulders and sent the Alpha a half perplexed 
frown. “I left my collar in Hex and I’m not about to get another one. I’m done wearing collars.” 


The Alpha’s mind immediately went to Cable biting at Peter’s throat without the thick leather there 
to dull the blunt of fangs and his vision went black for a few furious seconds before lightening to 
red and then finally blinking hazel again. 


“T’ll make you one.” Wade’s hands were shaking as he flipped his pocket knife open and cut a 
wide stripe from the closest blanket, then another thinner length that could act as a tie. Two quick 
holes in either side of the blanket piece, the second strip knotted in one hole and left hanging to 
thread through the other and he had a makeshift collar at the ready. He tossed it towards the wash 
basin and tried not to growl, “Put it on.” 


“No.” Peter left the collar on the edge of the wash basin and busied himself combing through his 
thick hair in front of the small, cracked mirror. There were flowers in a little vase on the rickety 
table, a mild attempt to make the low-cost room appear more welcoming, and the Omega snatched 
them up, shook the water away then tucked the blooms into the bodice of his blouse. 


“Pete.” 


“No.” Peter smoothed the dark red lipstick over his mouth and tucked it back into his bag. “I only 
wore a collar so my johns could bite at me without hurting me or marking me. I don’t have johns 
anymore, so I don’t need to wear one.” 


Wade’s left eye twitched in annoyance and the Omega shook his head again, “No, Wade. I won’t. 
When I get back East, I might get a pretty collar to cover my bonding spot. Lace, maybe with a 
broach. But it will be decoration like the wealthy Omegas wear, not the mark of a whore, not some 
dirty piece of blanket or ugly piece of leather that I have to wear cos some brute Alpha won’t 
control himself.” 


A barely muted snarl from the Alpha and Peter reached for the dark kohl for his eyes, weighing his 
words a moment before taking the chance to relieve or perhaps incite some of the tension that had 
lingered between them every mile of the journey, and had grown steadily thicker every time they 
gravitated another step towards each other. 


“Unless of course,” the Omega started slowly. “Unless of course, this is too much of a distraction 
for you.” Peter ran his fingers purposefully over his bonding spot. “Big bad Alpha, walked away 
from an ambush, spends all this time growling and throwing your weight around. Is this patch of 
skin right here going to be your undoing? Compromise your entire mission because you can’t stop 


staring at me? My oh my, Mr. Wilson.” 


Peter half expected Wade to break and grab him and growl, and a tiny piece of the Omega 

actually hoped the Alpha would break and grab and growl something possessive and wanting into 
his ear. He’d learned long ago to simply take what he could get from the wild Alpha but Peter 
thought maybe he was finished with accepting the barest scraps of interest and muttered affection 
from the bounty hunter. Peter thought maybe he’d had enough of bit off sentences and feelings left 
unspoken and being ordered around cos Wade didn’t believe in asking. 


He’d had enough and the Omega was certain his sass would snap the already tense Alpha into 
action, potentially the type of action that would lead to confessions and admissions and the sort of 
soft touches that had been so few and far between in their rocky, unorthodox relationship. 


Peter’d had enough and waited half triumphantly, half terrified for the resulting explosion from the 
Alpha but instead-- instead Wade just looked at him for a long minute, then turned and stomped 
from the room, slamming the door as he went. 


Wade had been trying trying trying to be honest with the Omega for days now but sometimes 
honesty for an Alpha translated to brutality, to bruises and biting and blood and Wade didn’t want 
that. He didn’t want to be brutal so he stomped away and slammed the door hard enough to splinter 
the frame and went to find some space. 


And Peter-- Peter was cold the second the Alpha left the room. Chilled down to his bones, hugging 
both arms at his waist suddenly freezing, completely alone for the first time since the night 
between leaving Francis and meeting Cable, alone without Wade for the first time in days 

and shivering for it. A familiar tendril of fear wound through the Omega’s veins, first only barely 
and then getting stronger with every raspy inhale as Peter dropped rather abruptly towards a panic 
attack after being left alone, after chasing his Alpha away, after the terror and trauma of the last 
week left him emotionally compromised and shaking. 


“Stop it, stop it, stop it you are not panicking.” The Omega slumped onto the bed and picked up 
one of the blankets, holding it close to his chest in a feeble attempt to find warmth for the chill at 
his soul. He hadn’t panicked when Francis had snatched him, he hadn’t panicked over rough, 
grabby johns in the past, hell he hadn’t even panicked when he stumbled into Dr. Pym’s and seen 
Wade nearly dead on the cot. 


“You are not panicking.” he said again, louder to himself and the empty room. “That Alpha didn’t 
just walk out of here and abandon you and even if he did-- even he did, you’ve survived far worse 
than what that bastard can do to you. You’ve survived so much worse--” he squeezed at the blanket 
white knuckled. “You’re fine. You’re fine. You are not panicking.” 


Peter was not panicking and once he’d convinced himself of the fact, he stood against on wobbly 
knees and went back to the mirror to finish applying the cosmetics to his face. Another layer of 
bold red on his lips and a careful smudge of color at his eyelids then thicker color at his lashes so 
they’d be lushly dark against the pallor of his anxiety-paled cheeks. The flowers at his bodice were 
rearranged twice before Peter finally took one of the longer stemmed blooms and tucked it in 
behind his ear, then dabbed a few drops of perfume at his neck and collarbone. Boots were next, 
slid over comfortable socks and smoothed up to his knees and by the time Peter was finished there 
was no evidence that he’d been seconds from a breakdown only half an hour previous. 


He was not panicking and beyond that, Wade hadn’t abandoned him. Peter knew the Alpha hadn’t 
abandoned him. Wade had walked into an ambush at St. Margaret's and walked out the other side 
looking for him, he’d kept Peter at his side offering safety and demanding obedience until the 
danger had passed, he’d gone red eyed and snarly over Peter walking around without a collar but 


that was pure possessiveness in the Alpha’s aura and Peter would be lying if he said he didn’t 
enjoy it a little bit. 


He was not panicking, Wade hadn’t abandoned him, and after a moment of contemplation the 
Omega picked up the crudely makeshift collar and slipped it around his neck, tying it easily and 
neatly with a quick knot at the back of his neck. 


Wade hadn’t won that argument and neither was Peter entirely giving into the snarled demands but 
maybe-- maybe this was a compromise. A concession from the Omega in response to the unfiltered 
and often coarse honesty from the Alpha. A step towards each other by way of wearing a collar 
Wade provided instead of a step away because Peter refused to give a single inch and Wade still 
didn’t know how to ask. 


Peter hooked his fingers in the collar, tugged at it lightly and closed his eyes against the spark of 
pleasure from the mostly forgotten part of his soul that yearned to obey his Alpha mate. 


No. He opened his eyes again and immediately started looking around the room for a book to read 
or a notebook and pencil to occupy his hands and his mind. No, he was not yearning to obey 
anyone, he was not reaching for approval from any Alpha, much less Wade Wilson. 


The collar was a compromise to keep the peace until Peter could leave, nothing more and nothing 
less, and the Omega sniffed, rubbing at his nose as he paced in circles through the small room. 


He couldn’t wait to leave. 
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Wade came back to the room an hour later. The Alpha’s skin was still damp from washing up in 
the public showers at the larger inn down the way, scars red and irritated from the quick scrub with 
a too rough cloth and caustic soap, fangs outlined behind tense lips because his skin hurt and his 
heart hurt and he didn’t know what to expect upon opening their door, if the Omega would even be 
there anymore or if Peter had taken his demand for a collar as too much and decided to run. 


He knocked at the door first, breathed a quick sigh of relief when Peter called for him to come in, 
and turned the knob slowly quietly to make up for the earlier slam. Wade was ready with an 
apology for the Omega, he was ready to force the words past his pride and ego and anger and try to 
soothe his mate by being soft, he was even ready with flowers he’d picked from the roadside as he 
walked and he hoped the meager offering and mentally rehearsed words could convince Peter just 
to smile at him. 


“Pete.” the Alpha took a deep breath and clutched the flowers tight. “Pete, I um-- I wanna 
apologize for-- for--” 


He stopped when he saw Peter sitting calmly on the bed, lips red and lashes dark, skirt hiked up to 
creamy thighs, blouse falling provocative off a slim shoulder and a collar tied round his throat to 
hide his bonding spot. 


Oh hell. 
“Oh hell.” Wade’s chest went tight and anxious when he saw it. “Pete--” 


The Omega straightened up on the bed without a word, tilted his head to show off his neck and met 
the Alpha’s gaze square on before touching the collar pointedly, purposefully. 


“\..Thank you.” Wade whispered, and Peter hesitated only a second before whispering back, 


“You’re welcome.” 


Peter’s face flushed warm when Wade licked at his fangs and those hazel eyes dropped red, and he 
hasted to cover it by asking, “Are the flowers for me?” 


“Uh, yeah.” Wade was unbalanced by the show of obedience from the stubborn Omega, and had to 
make a visible effort to get himself centered again. “Yes, there are for you. I thought maybe you’d 
wear them in your hair but uh--” he gestured to the blooms by Peter’s ear. “You’ve already got that 
covered.” 


“T’d rather wear these ones.” Desperate to move the moment past vulnerability, Peter stood from 
the bed and took the flowers right from Wade’s hand, crossing over to the mirror and tossing away 
the flowers from his bodice to replace them with the ones the Alpha brought. “I like bluebonnets 
better than daisies anyway.” 


The Alpha didn’t answer, just sat on the bed and watched Peter watching him through the 
reflective glass. The quiet was unnerving in light of the recent compromise so Peter started talking 
as he arranged the flowers at his neckline and then into his hair. 


“You know, you can’t get growly and weird when we get into town and I flirt with some poor sap 
to get information.” he informed Wade pertly. “I was thinking earlier about how you’ re sure to be 
recognized if this is a place Francis and you frequented together, you’re the sort of Alpha to stick 
out in a crowd and if anyone is willing to talk to you, they’d most likely spread the word that 
you’re back in town. Ill blend right in to any scene at a bar or tavern and there isn’t an Alpha alive 
who can resist me being sweet.” 


“You don’t hafta flirt.” Wade ran his hand over his bare scalp, feeling idly at the scar that split him 
from ear to the crown of his head. “You don’t even hafta go if you don’t want to, Pete. I can get 
the information.” 


“Well, 7 can get the information without bullets and blood.” 


“So could I.” He shrugged uncaringly. “Besides, you’ ve never ran from the bullets and blood 
before.” 


“And I’m not running now.” the pollen from the flowers had fallen dusting along Peter’s 
collarbone, drawing Wade’s eyes in like a magnet. “But you’ re still stitched and hurt half to hell 
and should save your strength for dicier moments than information gatherings. Besides, a whore 
garners a lot less attention than a bounty hunter, so--” 


Wade grimaced, his scent wrinkling uncomfortable and Peter paused, “What was that? Why did 
you make that face?” 


The Alpha griped under his breath, “You shouldn’t call yourself that.” 
“A whore?” 
“Yes.” 


“You’ve never had a problem with it before.” Peter threw Wade’s earlier words right back at him. 
“And besides, I am wearing the collar, right?” 


“That’s not why I wanted you to wear it.” There it was, another confession hovering in the air 
between them a split second from being verbalized and abruptly changing their careful dynamic. 
Peter waited half anxious half exhilarated for Wade to finish the thought, to explain just why the 


Alpha had been so adamant about the collar, but just like so many other times Wade could only 
manage a bit of honesty and opted to let the topic drop, saying instead, “You can do this if you 
want, but I’Il be close by in case things get out of control.” 


“You think I can’t handle myself?” The Omega hid his disappointment by fussing with his skirt, 
but the honeysuckle scent dimmed with his next words, “I’ve taken care of myself just fine up to 
this point, I’m sure I can handle sweet talking an Alpha into giving me information.” 


“T’ll be close by anyway.” Part of Wade wanted to admire Peter’s moxy and determination, but 
mostly he thought he might go insane if he had to watch the Omega, his Omega, his mate playing 
sweet and gorgeous with someone else while Peter was still keeping him at arm’s length. “Truce, 
remember? I don’t want to fight with you anymore.” 


“Then stop telling me what to do.” Peter touched up his lipstick and turned with a flourish of skirts 
and a quick click of the heels on his boots. “And our truce will stand up just fine.” 


Wade smiled begrudgingly as the Omega sashayed past him towards the door. “Brat.” 


Peter stuck his nose in the air but he smiled maybe a hint affectionately, “Brute.” 
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It was every bit as torturous as Wade had imagined to watch Peter work. Perhaps the months away 
from Wolf Canyon had dulled his memories of how well the Omega put on a performance for 
available johns, perhaps Wade had gotten so good at monopolizing Peter’s time that he’d forgotten 
the Omega had other clients sharing his bed. Hell, after that one time Wade had literally yanked 
someone off of Peter and damn near put him through a well, he’d made a point of showing 

up before Peter was working for the night so he never had to catch the Omega with someone else 
again but now that choice to ignore Peter’s other activities was backfiring spectacularly. 


Seeing Peter laugh and flirt and tease his way into the good graces of an Alpha at the bar after they 
had almost almost confessed to-- to something was sheer torture. Peter ran his fingers through his 
hair and laughed out loud and Wade’s vision darkened at the edges. The Omega tipped his head 
and touched his collar when the mark rumbled something low and Wade was hard pressed not to 
growl. His mate crossed those long legs and let his skirt fall open to his thigh, nudged at the other 
Alpha with his toe and giggled soft and teasing when the Alpha leaned in closer and Wade had to 
abandon his post at the corner table and stomp outside cos he couldn’t take it. 


The truce had been so they didn’t fight anymore but oh Wade wanted to fight just then. He wanted 
to shout and growl and snarl and force Peter to shout and growl and snarl back so he could get even 
a fraction of the attention and emotion his Omega was showing the stranger. 


Goddamnit. 


Wade didn’t know how long he stood out on the front porch with arms folded at the railing and hat 
pulled low over his eyes so he could watch without being noticed, but eventually the double doors 
to the tavern opened and the dusty boards creaked beneath sauntering footsteps as Peter made his 
way to stand next to the Alpha. 


“T have to say.” Peter sounded like he was laughing, his sweet scent bubbling with amusement and 
self satisfaction. “You Alphas are supposed to run the world and be the dominant species, but all it 
takes is a smile and a little bit of skin and you just roll right over and give us Omegas anything we 
want. It would be sad if it wasn’t so goddamn funny.” 


“You think that’s funny, Omega?” Wade dug in his pockets for a pouch of tobacco and papers to 
roll a cigarette, cursing under his breath when his fingers wouldn’t quite cooperate. He couldn’t 
fucking concentrate with the image of Peter laughing with that Alpha burned into his brain and 
rolling his cigarette was quickly proving to be impossible. “Think it’s funny you can turn an Alpha 
inside out with nothin’ more than a look?” 


“T think it’s hysterical, yes.” Peter took the cigarette and rolled it quickly with his nimble fingers. 
“As an Omega I’m not allowed to even serve in the Army, but showing off my throat could have a 
General on their knees begging to scent me. Dominant species? Bah.” 


The Alpha tried for a smile, but only managed a grumble of acknowledgment that Peter was right. 
All it took was a pretty Omega scenting up sweet and laughing and the most powerful Alphas in the 
world would offer up their lives for a night in their arms. All it took was Peter with a flower tucked 
in his ear and mischief flashing in those devilish eyes and Wade would offer up his soul for a 
chance to hold him. 


The Omega was right, and all it did was make Wade feel red-eyed snarling worse about this entire 
thing. 


“Don’t be so cranky.” Peter was riding high on his victory, smug and excited and proud of himself. 
“You should be congratulating me, thanking me even. That Alpha in there told me so much! Does 
the town Defiance mean anything to you? He said that Francis and the Commander keep post just 
outside of Defiance, that they’ ve got almost thirty men that live there full time, that there’s a code 
word you’re supposed to tell the lady at the boarding house and she sends word out to their hideout 
and lets Francis know someone is looking for him--” 


“How did you convince him to give you all that information?” Wade dragged hard at the cigarette 
and exhaled the smoke in a noisy rush of air. “You weren’t hardly in there longer than an hour, 
never even took your clothes off. How the hell did you talk him into giving you that sorta specific 
information.” 


“Oh.” Wrankled by the Alpha’s caustic mention of clothes coming off, Peter sniffed and clarified, 
“He told me he heard an Omega was riding with Francis, I told him the Omega was me. Told 

him J was Francis’s Omega and I was meant to meet him and Angel first at Hope’s Crossing and 
then further on down the road but that I’d lost my map.” 


“Shit.” The railing creaked alarmingly when Wade’s strength surged and his grip tightened painful 
at the wooden boards. Rage pounded loud at the Alpha’s temples, rage and jealousy and a voice 
that insisted he had no right to react so strongly and another that screamed murder at the Omega’s 
blasé statement. 


Told him I was Francis’s Omega. 
“Why--” bit out from behind his fangs. “Why did you tell him that?” 


“Tt was the easiest way to convince him I was off limits.” Pete’s bare shoulders lifted in a shrug. 
“No one would dare touch a bonded Omega and as soon as I knew he knew Francis, I took the 
chance that he didn’t know enough to know I was lying. I know enough about the men Francis 
traveled with to spin a convincing story and read his expressions to figure out how to direct the 
conversation. Easy.” 


Peter waited, clearly expecting Wade to congratulate him or rumble some sort of praise but instead 
the Alpha took another long drag at the cigarette and muttered, “Don’t. Do that. Again.” 


“Excuse me?” Peter reared back in surprise but a half breath later anger replaced the light in his 
eyes and he snapped off a frustrated growl towards the antagonistic Alpha. “I just went in there and 
found out the information that might very well bring all this bullshit to an end and you’ re going to 
sit there and snarl at me to not do it again? I don’t know who you think you--” 


“Truce, Pete!” Wade said loudly, but Peter retorted louder, “Fuck you and your truce, Wade 
Wilson! You said you didn’t want to fight but then act like this when I am proud of helping? No!” 


“Goddamn you Omega, just--” Wade shut up when someone else stumbled out of the tavern and 
joined them at the railing. “Just keep walkin’ bud. This doesn’t involve you.” 


“Nah, it doesn’t involve you.” Bleary, red rimmed eyes peered up at Wade from beneath the brim 
of a dirty hat, and the newly arrived Alpha turned on stumbling feet to face Peter. “Heya pretty 
thing, how you doin’ ?” 


“T’m just fine.” Peter’s eyes darted over the guy’s shoulder to Wade. “But I’m busy, so why don’t 
you move alone there, love?” 


“Nah you--you--” the Alpha was sloshed, slurring and gesturing vaguely. “You’re workin’ right? 
Saw that fella at the bar talk ya up then not do nothin’ bout it and a whore like you-- you ain’t 
happy less someone’s tween your legs payin’ that coin so how’s’ bout you an’ me--” 


“Move on, love.” The Omega’s friendly tone frosted over in annoyance. “I’m not working right 


” 


now. 


“Well then why th’hell d’ya got that goddamn collar on?” he leered, fumbling forward to try and 
grasp at the collar to yank Peter closer. “‘Seem’ta me you only wear that for a reason, only dress all 
whore-ish wi’ your skirts tied up if you’re lookin’ for a co--AHH!” 


The Alpha shouted when Wade pushed Peter out of the way and grabbed his wrist in an iron, 
painful grip. “HEY HEY HEY OUCH!” 


The Alpha’s protests turned to shrieks of alarm and then screams of panic and pain when Wade 
wrenched him forward and let his strength surge twisting, snapping the delicate bones in the other 
Alpha’s wrist with one brutal wrench. 


“Wade!” Peter cried out as the drunk Alpha bellowed then broke down sobbing, snot running from 
his nose and eyes clouding with tears as he tried to stumble away from Wade’s rage. “Wade, 
stop!” 


“Get out of here.” Wade was red eyed snarling stomping forward and bodily shoving the hurt 
Alpha down the stairs into the dirty street, and then without pausing to look back at Peter or even 
at the crowd who’d come running after the first screams, the massive bounty hunter turned on his 
heel and strode away back towards their hotel. 


“Goddamn it.” Peter didn’t allow himself to linger on the awe over Wade making such a scene on 
his behalf and instead ran after the angry Alpha, holding his skirts up and dodging messy puddles 
as he chased Wade down. “Wade! Wade! Why did you do that?! Why did you hurt him?!” 


“He had no right to say that to you!” Wade didn’t slow down, despite hearing Peter’s footsteps 
behind him. “He had no right to talk to you that way, try to touch you, to call you a whore. No 
right!” 


“Tam a whore!” The Omega caught up to him and grabbed at Wade’s arm, fruitlessly trying to haul 
the Alpha to a stop. “I am and even though I don’t plan on working anytime soon? I’m wearing a 


goddamn collar, Wade! Everyone in that bar assumed I was a whore! He was some drunk, asshole 
Alpha and you snapped half the bones in his arm just cos he responded to how J was acting! He 
didn’t mean anything bad by it!” 


“T don’t care what he meant or how you were acting, he does not get to talk to you like that!” 
“But Wade--” 


“You are my mate!” Wade whirled around and caught the Omega up by both arms, propelling 
Peter into an alley and shoving him up against the rough brick wall. This close the 

Alpha loomed over Peter, massive and hulking, several inches taller and fifty pounds heavier and 
seething scarlet, fangs out and muscles tensed beneath his marred skin. He was 

frightening, furious, nearly roaring and for the first time in their years long relationship, Peter 
didn’t dare even breathe lest he set the Alpha off worse. 


“You are my mate.” Wade’s thick fingers curled in the collar and twisted, tightening it at Peter’s 
throat and cutting off the Omega’s air for a heart stopping few seconds. “I don’t care if someone is 
calling you angel if they do it in that sick, greedy tone of voice. I don’t care what you do or where 
you go to do it, but no one is going to talk to you like, do you understand? Vanessa didn’t let the 
johns talk to you like in Wolf Canyon and I will lose my goddamn mind before I let someone else 
do it now.” 


Tears in the Omega’s eyes and Wade let go of the collar abruptly, smacking his hand into the brick 
wall behind them hard. “I don’t care what you say.” He growled savage. “I don’t care how you feel 
about what happened to that asshole, I don’t care if you think I’m actin’ feral and like a knot head. 
You are my mate and I will kill the next person who tries to disrepect you.” 


Peter didn’t answer for a long, shocked moment and the Alpha’s lip curled to flash those deadly 
fangs in a snarl, “Do you understand?” 


“T-- J--” Peter wet his lips anxiously. “I understand.” 
“You are my mate.” 


The Omega could have kicked Wade just then. He could have kicked Wade or he could have 
kissed him, he could have done a thousand different things when the Alpha finally admitted to 
being his, to being mates, to snapping half feral at the suggestion that someone else was going to 
touch him. 


Peter could have laughed it off like Wade had laughed off his quiet Alpha so many times, he could 
have turned and flounced away well within his rights to lock Wade out of the rooms at the inn after 
such a violent, grossly jealous display. 


The Omega could have done any of those things, but instead he reached trembling fingers to wrap 
around Wade’s scarred wrist and closed his eyes, tipped his head to the side pliant and nodded. 


“T--I understand.” 


“You are my mate.” Rough hands at Peter’s arms again, up to his shoulders, one at his neck and 
the other in his hair and the Omega tugged with his free hand at the ties to his collar so it would 
fall away and bare his neck entirely. “Mine.” 


“T understand.” A low unconscious purr started somewhere deep in the Omega’s core, vibrating 
through his chest and up his throat and Wade buried his face against Peter’s bonding spot 


and groaned when he felt the flutter of contentment from beneath his mates skin. 
“Pete.” 


“*..1 understand.” 
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Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 
Wolf Canyon 
Sixteen Months Previous 


“You came back sooner than I expected this time.” Peter’s entire body ached with the delicious 
remnant of wildly rough sex with his favorite Alpha, but he hid a shiver of pleasure and kept 
applying his lipstick in the mirror on the wall as if he were unaffected. “It’s only been two months. 
I thought this time of year you don’t stay in the territory.” 


“T was fuckin’ hurt last time.” the Alpha grunted, lacing up his boots. “Needed to come back so 
Doc Banner could check me out again.” 


“Uh huh, sure that’s why you came back.” Peter laughed softly and tied his skirt back up around 
his hips. “No other reason, isn’t that right?” 


“That’s right.” Wade straightened to his full height when the Omega approached him, barely there 
eyebrows raised in a clear challenge for Peter to do something, huge hands hanging loose at his 
sides and fingers flexing idly as he debated whether or not to grab Peter up and toss him right back 
into bed. “What about it?” 


“Nothing about it at all.” The Omega purred teasingly, then tugged Wade’s collar aside to mouth a 
rougey red kiss to his collarbone, then the base of his neck. He had to stand on his toes to reach the 
hinge of the Alpha’s jaw and when he brushed his mouth over Wade’s cheek the Alpha’s knees 
gave out abruptly and Wade thudded surprised onto the bed. 


Suddenly their positions were reversed, Alpha staring up at the Omega, near submissive with his 
chin tilted and knees spread, vulnerable with the line of his throat open and exposed and Peter 
paused only a breath before drawing his fingers lightly lightly over the Alpha’s bonding spot and 
up over his bare scalp. The Omega had every inch of power just then, but instead of laughing about 
it or teasing like he had in the past, this time Peter bent down slowly slowly and brought his mouth 
to the Alpha’s slack lips, molded their mouths together and moaned soft when Wade kissed him 
back first hesitant, then deeply as lips parted and tongues tangled and fangs cut the barest hint 
possessive when they lingered. 


Wade’s hand found it’s way to Peter’s thick hair and tugged just lightly enough to make the Omega 
shiver, Peter clutched at Wade’s huge shoulders and let the Alpha take his weight, they pulled 
away breathless and and for once-- for once-- neither Wade nor Peter found anything to laugh 
about, to brush off and call bullshit, to tease and ignore and pretend it hadn’t happened. 


For once, Alpha and Omega were quiet simply watching each other, and it wasn’t until a knock at 
the door and a reminder that Peter had other clients waiting that they finally eased away from each 
other. 


“The first one’s free.” Peter reapplied his lipstick with unsteady hands, turned away from Wade so 
the Alpha wouldn’t see him shaking. “The next one’s gonna cost you.” 


The Alpha didn’t laugh, and Peter jumped when another handful of coin landed clattering loud on 
his dresser, but he didn’t protest when Wade tipped his chin up and kissed him again, again, 
ignoring the knocking at the door for several minutes so he could devour the Omega and seal the 
taste of Peter’s lips down in his heart. 


And if the Omega was floaty dreamy the rest of the night, or the Alpha bounty hunter Wade 
Wilson was quietly pensive rubbing lightly at a lipstick mark at his collarbone... well that wasn’t 
anyone’s business, was it? 
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Hope’s Hollow 
Present Day 


Wade had a simple supper delivered up to their room at the inn, and they ate it sitting on opposite 
sides of the small table, pensive and quiet other than the scrape of cutlery on chipped plates and the 
sound of the wind outside the window. 


Peter hadn’t brought up the moment in the alley and neither had Wade, but with the distressingly 
pressing knowledge that he had spent far too much time giving his Omega nothing and that 
eventually their time together was going to run right out weighing heavy at his shoulders, the Alpha 
cleared his throat to ask, “When’s your next heat, Pete?” 


“T don’t really have heats anymore.” Peter kept picking at his meal, scooping up peas a few at a 
time and tearing off bits of bread to nibble on. “Between all the suppressants I took while working 
for Vanessa and the endless stress of life in that shit town, my cycles haven’t been regular in years. 
My last one was early last summer, it only lasted a day before ceasing completely and I haven’t had 
any symptoms of another one since.” 


Irregular heats meant a bonding heat would be infinitely more difficult to spark, but Wade didn’t 
want to acknowledge that sort of thing and Peter didn’t see any reason to bring it up quite yet. 


The conversation fizzled to nothing for a long time again, but finally Wade abandoned his plate 
entirely and grabbed Peter gently gently by the wrist to pull the Omega right into his lap. 


“What are you doing?” Peter didn’t resist the Alpha pulling him close but he sat balanced 
awkwardly on Wade’s thighs, uncertain where to put his hands, not sure just what Wade was 
thinking. ““What’s wrong?” 


The Alpha didn’t answer, only pushed his face into Peter’s throat and wrapped both arms around 
Peter’s little waist, clutching him tight. 


“*,..Wade?” 


“Call me Alpha.” Wade managed after a long moment of simply breathing. “You--you didn’t call 
me Alpha. I wanted you to wear the collar cos thinking about anyone at your throat makes me want 
to scream, and I called you mate, called you mine and you didn’t call me Alpha.” 


“Ah.” Peter smoothed his palms over Wade’s head and down to his neck to hold the Alpha loosely, 
choosing his words carefully so he wouldn’t make a fool of himself by hoping... “Seems to me 
that every other time I called you Alpha, you denied me.” 


“T’m all done denying you.” Wade rested a huge hand at the base of Peter’s neck, rubbing his 
thumb firmly into the Omega’s bonding spot. “All done. I know I don’t deserve to hear it and I 


know I must’a broken your heart every damn time I denied you, but Pete I-- I am begging you right 
now. Call me Alpha.” 


The Omega was quiet and the Alpha’s voice cracked as he begged, “Please. Please, Pete.” 


“..Alpha.” Peter whispered, and Wade made a hoarse, shattered sounding noise and hugged him in 
tighter. It soothed that always tender part of the Omega’s heart to hear his Alpha brought to 
desperation by the simple words, soothed that always shaky part of Peter’s soul to finally be able to 
say it and know he wouldn’t be turned away so he said it again, “Alpha.” and again when Wade 
caught his mouth in a long kiss. “Alpha--!”” 


“Yeah sweetheart.” Wade stood from the chair with Peter in his arms, directing the long legs 
around his waist and carrying the little Omega right to the bed. “Yeah, I’m your Alpha. Say it 
again.” 


“Alpha my Alpha.” Peter arched into a biting kiss at his lips, at his throat, scraping down his 
collarbone. “Alpha my Alpha--please!” 


“Baby boy...” 
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Afterwards they parted only long enough for Wade to pour them both some whiskey and Peter sat 
up naked and flushed and still laughing, panting softly in exhilaration to drain his entire glass and 
then to snatch the other glass from Wade-- from his A/pha-- and drain that too. 


“Sorry.” The Omega didn’t even have the grace to sound even halfway apologetic as he wiped at 
his mouth. “I should have left some for you.” 


“Nah, my mate.” Wade took a drink from the water pitcher instead and lay back down, humming in 
full body contentment when Peter immediately plastered himself in tight and held the Alpha close. 
“You can have whatever you want. I’m gonna give you whatever you want.” 


“Right now I want to sleep.” the Omega wriggled his way right onto Wade’s lap, hugging at the 
Alpha’s waist with his legs and curling in to rest his head just over Wade’s heart. “And then in the 
morning I want you to bite me--” 


“Pete.” Wade’s breath caught, his hands faltering on their path down Peter’s back to his rear. “You 
want me to bite you?” 


“T know it won’t stick.” Peter kept his face hidden so he didn’t have to see the disappointment in 
Wade’s hazel eyes. “I know it won’t spark a bond or even a mating heat. I know that. But-- But I 
still want you to bite me. Without my collar on. Bite me and mark me and then we can go to 
Defiance together and destroy Francis.” 


“Why don’t we just get through tonight.” Wade breathed a laugh but it turned into a quiet moan 
when the Omega pressed tighter against him. Just this morning they’d barely been talking and now 
Peter was melting into him and it was enough to make the Alpha’s head spin and heart pound and 
cedar scent flush thrilled. “Let’s-- let’s just get through tonight and we can talk about it in the 
morning.” 


“Ugh. Spoilsport.” 


“Bloodthirsty little minx.” 


They fell asleep like that, Omega hugging on his mate and listening to the steady thump-thump of 
Wade’s heartbeat beneath his ear, purring deep in his chest with whole hearted happiness that had 
seemed impossible only a few hours ago. 


Wade lay awake well into the night, petting through Peter’s hair and rubbing slow circles down 
Peter’s back until the purr dropped away and the Omega was fast asleep.... 


...and the laudanum mixed with the whiskey would ensure Peter stayed asleep long past when 
Wade planned to sneak away at sunrise. 


“T love you.” the Alpha whispered to his sleeping mate. “But I’m not gonna let you die payin’ for 
my sins. I won’t do it.” 


“T’m so sorry, my Omega. But I gotta leave you behind again.” 
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Chapter Notes: 


I’m not saying Wade snapping that guys wrist then throwing Peter up against a wall 
and roaring that Peter is his MATE is healthy or #relationshipgoals or anything other 
than a wildly waving bright red flag of jealousy and yikes-y-ness but.... I am saying it 
was an extremely fun scene to write. 


Also, I love Peter being so proud of himself for getting that information from the 
Alpha. His speech about how Alphas (cough, cis-men) think they run the world but it’s 
not true at all is very much a call back to Omega!Tony’s speech regarding Alexander 
Pierce in LAL. 


What’s that on the horizon? Wade leaving Peter behind AGAIN? I wonder wonder 
what our favorite dangerous Omega is going to think about THAT. 


PS- sorry for the delay, the wind storms have been insane and my internet has been 
out for days! 


Reunion 


Chapter Summary 


Verse Typical warning for murder, violence, peril, hateful-ish sex that turns into 
unhateful-ish rimming and love confessions and a smidge more peril 


Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 
Wolf Canyon 
Four Months Previous 


“Do you know how I met Wade Wilson?” Vanessa propped herself up against the pillows on 
Peter’s bed and watched the Omega haphazardly empty drawers and throw the contents into a 
suitcase. “Have I ever told you this story?” 


“T don’t want to talk about him.” 


“You’re not talking about him.” the Madame Omega arranged the folds of her satin and fur 
hemmed robe and wrinkled her nose at Peter. “J am. Do you know how I met him?” 


“No.” Peter swept his jewelry up into a tangled pile and tossed it all into the suitcase irritably. 
“And I don’t particularly care.” 


“T was traveling for a few weeks back East several years ago.” Vanessa ignored Peter’s attitude and 
kept talking. “The carriage I was taking through St. Louis over turned and pinned me in it. Wade 
happened to be riding by on Arthur, jumped down and tore the door right off the carriage to me 
free. Cut himself half to hell on the glass from the window and splintered wood but he lifted me 
out of the mess with one arm. Saved my life.” 


“Mmm.” 


“He saved my life.” The Madame repeated. “A perfect stranger that reeked of danger and hostility 
but no one-- no one had ever treated me even half as gentle as he did trying to help me shake the 
glass from my clothes and wipe the blood from my face.” 


“Imagine that.” Peter scoffed under his breath. “Random Alpha takes the time to stop and get his 
hands all over a stunningly beautiful Omega under the guise of checking her clothes for glass. I 
have to say Vanessa, I’ve met a lot of johns but none of them used that excuse to get up and under 
my skirts.” 


“T told Wade if he was ever in Wolf Canyon, I’d buy him dinner, a drink and give him a soft place 
to lay his head for the night.” she continued as if he hadn’t interrupted. “I also promised him a 
warm body to hold if he was so inclined, whether it was me he preferred or one of my workers.” 


Peter exhaled noisily, lips pursed in annoyance. “And how many times did he take you up on that 
offer?” 


“On dinner, a drink and a soft place to sleep?” Vanessa shrugged one slim shoulder nonchalantly. 


“Every single time he came to town. On the warm body?” 


She waited but the petulant Omega didn’t comment, so Vanessa finished softly, “Never once. Not 
until he met you.” 


““’. never?” Despite the anger burning brittle in his scent and the heartbreak dulling the shine of his 
eyes, Peter finally stopped throwing his belongings into the suitcase and tilted his head curiously. 
“So you and Wade, you never...?” 


“No.” Vanessa shook her head. “We spent many many evenings together before you arrived here at 
the house. I let him sleep in the empty room at the end of the hall several times, occasionally he 
even slept on the floor in my room but we never fell into bed together. He needed a friend and 
someone to see him as human, not a place to bury his knot.” 


“Ah.” Peter's jaw clenched in frustration. “That’s me, then. The place to bury his knot. I’m so 
grateful to finally understand where I fit into this morbid little series of events.” 


“Tt is irritating that you can be this purposefully vexing and still be one of the loveliest Omegas 
I’ve ever seen.” Vanessa pouted playfully, but when Peter didn’t take the bait and smile over the 
compliment, her snapped, “Peter Parker, you are acting like a prissy little brat and you know it.” 


“T’ve been called far worse by far scarier people, Vanessa.” 


“You are the only person in the last four years and maybe even longer that Wade has trusted 
enough to drop his weapons with!” She raised her voice when Peter went back to packing. “He’s 
spent entire nights sharing a bed with you. Not once or twice but constantly and in completely 
blatant disregard for my rules. He seeks you out when he’s hurt, has gifted you multiple items, 
tolerates a level of sass and bullshit from you that would be worth a quick slap to the face from 
anyone else. If you think those are the actions of an Alpha only looking for a warm spot to bury his 
knot?” 


Vanessa’s tone hardened, “Maybe you don’t know that Alpha as well as you think?” 


“All Alphas are the same, Vanessa.” The Omega’s honeysuckle scent fractured in a devastating 
second of pure grief. “I knew that before I met you, working here reinforced that particular belief 
and Wade Wilson is just the last in a long line of Alphas that I refuse to waste anymore time 
thinking about.” 


“Peter--” 


“T wasn’t enough for him!” Peter finally cracked, finally broke, finally shouted. “I wasn’t enough 
for him, Vanessa! I told him to ask me to stay, I begged him to promise to come back to me and he 
didn’t. I wasn’t enough for him and I will be god damned if I stay here and pretend that the scraps 
of affection that Alpha tosses out are enough for me. I won’t do it. I won’t.” 


Vanessa’s heart broke watching the tears gather in Peter’s dark eyes and spill silently down his 
face, smearing the black kohl at his lashes and mingling into the blood red color at his lips. 


“Oh my love.” she whispered, and Peter turned from her to curse and curse and curse as he tried to 
wipe the tears away. “I am so sorry. So so sorry...” 


38 TKK 2K 2K oR 2k ok 


Hope’s Hollow 


Present Day 


Pete- 


I’m not a good man or a good Alpha but it turns out I have just enough morals to not 
take my mate into certain death at my side. When you came to Pym’s I promised you 
could leave once things were safe, promised you a ticket and gold and all that to make 
up for everything I’ve put you through and I’m gonna make good on that promise. 


Once I’m done with all this, Francis will be dead. Hell, I might be dead too but the 
important thing is there won’t be anybody left to come after you and you'll be safe. 


That’s all I care about. I just want you safe. 


There’s enough gold here to get you a ticket to wherever you wanna go, with enough 
gold left over to get you settled and started in a life that doesn’t involve violent 
cowboys and dirty johns... or me. 


For what it’s worth, if it’s worth anything at all, 
I was always yours. 


Wade was a goddamn coward for leaving Peter behind and sneaking away, but the thought of 
facing the Omega’s anger and figuring out how to say goodbye to his mate was too much to bear. 
He’d stayed away from Wolf Canyon the previous winter hoping the distance and time would ease 
the soul tearing pain of knowing Peter had most likely already gone East, but now knowing that 
Peter had stayed in the territory, that the Omega had come looking for him, now after hearing Peter 
whisper Alpha into his ear while clutching him close-- 


--Wade couldn’t do that. He couldn’t say goodbye to that, not now. 


Leaving Peter behind the first time in Wolf Canyon had been a mistake and leaving the Omega 
behind in Hope’s Hollow was a mistake too. Wade was a coward for it, but the Alpha left anyway. 


He let Peter drink all that drugged whiskey and held his mate close until the very first tendrils of 
sunlight peeked over the horizon, then rolled the Omega gently gently into the pillows and tiptoed 
from the bed. Quickly dressed, quickly armed, quickly scrawling a note that would never be 
enough explanation and leaving every piece of gold he had in his pockets, the Alpha bent over his 
nearly comatose mate and pressed his chapped lips to the satin soft skin at Peter’s forehead. 


“T love you.” he murmured hushed, barely daring to bring his scarred fingers to the Omega’s cheek. 
“Pete, I-- I love you. But I’m not gonna be sorry for this. I don’t want you to come lookin’ for 


bis 


me. 


It was a lie, one the Alpha wrestled against with every breath in his body. “Don’t come lookin’ for 
me, I don’t want you to do that. I want ya to get outta here, get safe, so somewhere and find an 
Alpha worth your beauty. Don’t come lookin’ for me. Run away like you should’a done months 
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ago. 


...Don’t come looking for me. 


The Alpha didn't let himself look back at the inn as he saddled Arthur and rode away into the early 
dawn. He didn’t even let himself look back at Hope’s Hollow as they topped the rise of the nearby 
hills. Instead, Wade dug his fingers into the red lipsticked mark at his throat and the impression of 
teeth beneath where his mate had bit him, then dug his knees into the stallion's side and ordered, 
“Git along, Arthur.” 


The huge black horse jumped forward down the hill, thundering south towards Defiance, towards 
Francis and towards a reckoning that had been many many years in the making. 


And Wade didn’t look back once. 


It was time to finish this once and for all. 
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Defiance was most of a week’s ride South, far from the towering pines and rolling rivers of the 
northern corners of the territory, different from the scrubby cedar and gentle rises of the central 
plains, deep into the desert where the sun beat down unmercifully hot and the sand managed its 
way into clothes and hats, bags and packs, every crack and nook and crevice. 


It was a little town, a dusty town, the sort of town where a man could go to disappear permanently. 
The Mexican border was just beyond the mountains, the desert stretching every which way into the 
endless distance far beyond the reach of where any law enforcement would care to chase an 
outlaw, the ocean close enough to reach if one could survive the heat to reach the cresting waves, 
and if those options weren’t a permanent enough disappearance... the sun baked sand had made 
room for hundreds of bodies over the course of generations, and it would surely make room for 
hundreds more. 


Wade had never been to Defiance. When he’d ran with Francis and the Commander they’d kept 
North to avoid the constant skirmishes and conflicts closer to the border, they’d scattered their gold 
in places in visible landmarks since oceans of sand made for poor navigating, and because banks 
only existed in populated places, their hideouts and hideaways were also near somewhat populated 
areas for ease of travel and also to provide a convenient alibi should the Marshal’s come 

knocking. 


Why no, Marshal. We couldn’t have robbed that bank, eyewitnesses can confirm that my men have 
been settled here for the past week. 


Wade had never been to Defiance, but he knew better than to turn Arthur’s nose towards the town 
and ride in guns blazing. If Francis was keeping a hideout outside of Defiance, the Alpha would 
bet dollar to dollar that there were lookouts posted all over the town that reported directly to that 
bastard. Wade wouldn’t make it more than one step down Main Street before someone took the 
chance to collect a bounty on his head and plugged him full of holes before delivering him to the 
Commander. Wade had already made his peace with dying, but he’d sure like it to happen after he 
got to sink his fangs into Francis’s throat and tear it to shreds. 


With that particular goal in mind and making his fangs ache with a rush of bloodlust, Wade took 
his time making it to Defiance. There were almost a dozen little towns dotted across the barren 
landscape on the way towards the border and the Alpha zig-zagged his way between them as he 
worked his way South. He took it slow partly to keep Arthur from wearing out in the heat and 
partly cos every step further away from his mate made Wade’s heart twinge and his soul seize up 
but mostly cos Wade needed information and a hell of a lot of firepower and he had to be carefully 
cautious acquiring both. 


In Goldridge, Wade purchased a twin set of pistols from the local blacksmith and emptied the 
man’s cache of every ready made bullet, leaving behind a pile of gold and a warning to for the Beta 
to keep his goddamn mouth shut or Wade would use one’a the bullets to shut him up permanently. 
In Blackbranch, he paid a young Alpha by the name of Karan to ride ahead two towns and gather 
any information relating to Francis, Angel or an old Army Commander then paid the young man 
again upon return for his discretion. 


An array of knives was purchased in Redhallow, everything from the smaller, more delicate knives 
that an Omega would carry to one that was more of a machete meant for hacking and another 
beautifully balanced sword to replace the set of katanas Wade had lost in St. Margaret’s. 


Tornpeak found the Alpha at a tavern buying drinks he mainly dumped into a near by bouquet of 
flowers and talking loudly and faux drunkenly about his buddy Francis and all the gold they’d hid 
in the surrounding hills and shit, he sure would appreciate if anyone would point him in the 
direction of the bastard. Wade even let his purse spill open purposefully to whet the appetites of 
anyone with information, and after a few hours, a scruffy looking man with shifty eyes pulled the 
Alpha out to the alley to whisper about Angel and a dozen men coming through only a week 
previous on their way to Defiance. 


Wade repaid the information with a knife to the gut as reassurance the sketchy individual wouldn’t 
be inclined to pass along information of his trip through Tornpeak, left a couple gold coins in the 
corpse’s mouth as recompense for the undertaker having to deal with the body and went on his 
way. 


A rifle purchased in Mesa Springs was added to the inventory at Arthur’s back, information 
gathered at gunpoint in Steel’s Dune proved Francis was settled outside of Defiance and hadn’t left 
for weeks, and when the Alpha stopped for the night at Crook’s Bridge he was able to purchase 
another mass amount of ammunition, a long range sniper rifle from an old soldier who’d come 
West decades before and his first decent meal in weeks. 


The two story building on the outskirts of Crook’s Bridge reminded Wade of Wolf’s Canyon. The 
huge Alpha behind the bar served drinks, food from the backroom kitchen and a fair amount of 
attitude towards anyone who skewed belligerent. The Omegas and Betas that worked the brothel 
above strolled through the room with skirts pulled high and blouses tugged plunging while 
exhausted cowboys and travel weary riders from either side of the border sipped at their drinks and 
tried to waste a few hours playing cards or flirting with the whores. 


With the addition of a few Sheriff's Deputies and a Marshal or two scattered around the tables, 
Wade could have been right back home in Wolf Canyon eating his dinner and surveying the room 
and holding his breath until one very particular Omega came down the stairs and to his side. 


He missed Peter with an ache in his chest that felt like a gun shot wound, felt like the scarlet 
wouldn’t quite fade from his eyes till he saw the Omega again-- if he saw the Omega again-- and 
when Wade gave up on eating and just buried his face in his hands to allow himself a few seconds 
to grieve everything he’d left behind for this mad chase, the Alpha thought he inhaled honeysuckle 
and maybe the faintest hint of lavender tinted bluebell in the air. 


He was probably losing his goddamn mind and for a minute-- for a minute Wade was tempted to 
keep his eyes closed and live in a moment where he could scent Peter for a few seconds longer. 


... but the sound of a break action shot gun being loaded and snapped into firing position followed 
by the unholy loud click of a hammer being pulled back was enough to wrench the Alpha right out 
of his half delirious daydream and straight into waking. 


“Wade fucking Wilson.” 


The Alpha hadn’t been dreaming when he thought he scented Peter around him, the furiously dark 
eyes staring at him from behind the long barrel of the shot gun could only belong to one very 
pissed off Omega and the voice hitting a register more savage than most Omegas could ever 
muster could only belong to his stubborn, indomitable, unpredictable mate. 


“*..Pete.” 


“What in the hell do you think you are doing drugging me and leaving me in a goddamn inn while 
you rode off to die!” The Omega bellowed, and behind him several patrons scattered, knowing 
better than to get between an Omega and any Alpha unfortunate enough to warrant a gun being 
jammed in their face. “You left me a note? A note!? And some gold like there is any amount of 
coin that would be worth losing you?!” 


“Pete.” A part of Wade’s soul he hadn’t known was hoping Peter would come after him seemed 
to blossom beneath the Omega’s rage and though it was very much the wrong time to smile, Wade 
smiled anyway. “What are you doing here?” 


“T came here to kill you!” Peter’s eyes were wild, scent fractured, finger at the trigger itchy. “How 
the hell did you think I would be alright with being left behind again!” 


“Omega.” Wade started to push back from the table but Peter jerked forward a step, gun raised 
warningly and the Alpha decided to keep on sitting. 


“Omega.” he said again, softer. “I thought I was doin’ the right thing. I couldn’t bring you with me 
to die. I was tryna be a good Alpha for you.” 


“You son of a bitch.” Peter snarled. “If I wanted good I wouldn’t have gone and imprinted on a 
bloody bounty hunter, would I?!” 


“We’re not--” It cut Wade to his quick to say the words, but he said it anyway, working to defuse 
the situation, to curb Peter’s anger. “We’re not actually bonded, Pete. I thought if I left and took 
care’a this before a real bond set then it wouldn’t hurt you as bad to move on with out me.” 


“You called me mate!” BOOM! A hole punched in the ceiling when Peter fired the gun up then 
re-levelled it at the Alpha’s face. “You called me mate and I called you Alpha!” 


“Pete--” 


“A claim is till death do us part!” Peter was nearly screaming, wholly shaking, heart breaking and 
mind racing and every one of his senses dialed towards betrayal and mate sick and rage 

rage rage rage RAGE. “A claim is till death do us part and if you leave me behind again, J will be 
the death that parts you and leaves your fucking scraps for the vultures you piece of shit! I called 
you Alpha and you left me behind again!” 


“Oh my god.” The Alpha dragged a hand down his face and hiccupped a half hysterical laugh. “Oh 
my god, my mate. My Omega. Pete, I can’t believe you’re here.” 


“Laughing at me is a mistake.” Peter bit out through clenched teeth, knuckles white at the rifle and 
finger ever closer to trigger. “I am done with your bullshit Wade Wilson. Done with it, do you hear 
me?” 


“Christ.” Wade couldn’t seem to stop laughing, the past three weeks of loneliness and doubting 
himself culminating in this unbelievable moment where his mate was threatening him with death 


just for leaving. 


Peter loved him enough to kill him for leaving and the Alpha’s bruised, battered, torn and broken 
heart and soul had never imagined he would ever be deserving of anything so beautiful in his /ife. 


“Oh, you fierce little Omega.” Wade pushed back from his seat purposefully this time and Peter’s 
eyes lit wild as he snapped, “Obnoxious growly knot head!” 


“Sassy, snarky brat.” The Alpha shoved the table away as if it weighed nothing and closed the 
distance between them in a few steps. “Brat, I missed you.” 


“Over muscled brute!” Peter shouted. “You don’t get to say that you missed me. You left me! You 
left me and now you don’t get to--hey!” 


The Omega shrieked when Wade grabbed the gun and broke it open, tossed out the ammo and 
threw it aside. “Wade! What in the hell do you think you are doing!” 


“Tryna get to my mate.” Wade stated, but when he tried to reach for Peter the Omega tricked him, 
grabbed at his arm and yanked him forward then used the momentum and the Alpha’s weight to 
twist them both and slam Wade into the nearest wall. 


“Damn you.” The Omega clutched at Wade’s shirt with both hands, stood on his toes so they were 
eye to eye and Wade could see him seething. “Damn you, I am serious about this! I 
am serious about this!!” 


“I’m serious about this too.” Wade batted Peter’s hands away and framed the Omega’s gorgeous 
face in both his calloused palms, gentle gentle and so relieved, and the noise he made when their 
lips met was nearly a sob. “Oh baby boy, I am serious about this too.” 


“Stop that.” Peter tried fruitlessly to push the Alpha away, beating at Wade’s chest with both fists 
and twisting his mouth away so Wade couldn’t kiss him. “Stop that, I am furious with you, you are 
not going to kiss me.” 


“Omega.” Wade pushed their foreheads together and rumbled, fit one hand around Peter’s throat so 
his thumb dug in against the Omega’s bonding spot and growled, let his fangs show when he open 
mouthed tasted the fury boiling molten in Peter’s scent and crooned, “You want me to stop?” 


“no.” Peter’s breath caught ragged over the next inhale, the hold at Wade’s shirt turning from 
trying to keep him away to trying to hold him in closer. “No, don’t stop. But-- but this isn’t going to 
be fun, do you understand? Whatever happens next with us is punishment. I am so mad at you, I 
swear to God--” 


“Tl take it, baby boy.” The Alpha whispered. “‘All the punishment you can dole out and then 
some. I'll take it. I’m so glad to see you, I don’t even care.” 


“Take me upstairs, now.” 
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The door to a hastily rented room upstairs broke beneath the combined weight of Alpha and 
Omega when it didn’t open fast enough to allow them through. Wade kicked the nearly destroyed 
door closed again on barely hanging hinges and then snatched his Omega up into bruising after 
bruising kiss as Peter backpedaled them towards the shabby bed and whirled around so Wade hit 
the narrow mattress first. 


“How could you leave me behind?” Peter was furious, biting every time Wade tried to seal their 
mouths together, snarling when his clothes tore in the Alpha’s huge hands and left him bare. “I 
wanted to go with you!” 


“T told you I’d put you on a train when it was safe.” Wade flipped them in the bed and shoved 
Peter’s thighs open, bent to scrape his fangs over Peter’s collarbone, down his chest to his stomach 
to bury his face in the softness of the Omega’s stomach for a few gorgeous seconds so he could 
admit, “Then I realized it’d never be safe if you were with me.” 


“Fuck you and your train.” Peter held onto Wade’s shoulders and keened out loud when the Alpha 
sucked a hard kiss close to his navel, then further down at his hip. “You said we’d do this 
together!” 


“And you said you wanted to leave.” Wade sat up on his knees and tugged his shirt off his 
shoulders. “I was givin’ you what you wanted.” 


“T called you Alpha.” The Omega yanked at the fasten of the Alpha’s pants, tearing at the buttons 
and ripping the trousers down Wade’s hips as far as he could manage. “I called you Alpha and you 
drugged me and you left me!” 


“And I called you mate!” Wade popped his fangs in warning when Peter hooked both legs at his 
waist and dragged him in between his thighs. He planted a hand on the mattress to hold himself 
still just before their bodies met and stared deep into Peter’s angry eyes, “I called you mate and 

then I did whatever I had to so my mate would be safe.” 


“You’re mate doesn’t want to be safe.” Peter didn’t have fangs but he popped his teeth right back at 
the Alpha and tore his nails down Wade’s chest until blood bloomed in bright red streaks across the 
marred skin. “Your mate wants to be knotted up proper by the only person that’s allowed to knot 
them because I missed you so much--” 


Peter’s voice finally caught, broke and Wade’s hold at his hip gentled in surprise. 


“T missed you so much.” the Omega whispered. “It’s like a hole in my heart. Like daggers in my 
chest. So you’d better do your goddamn duty and knot me like a real Alpha. Like my Alpha.” 


Louder, irritated again, “And then while you’re sleeping? I’m going to break a bottle over your 
head because a headache and a gouging is the /east that you deserve for what you did!” 


“Then let me in so I can knot you proper.” Wade rasped, and Peter trembled beneath a brush of 
fingers along his cock that was far too adoring for the tension and anger between them. “Let me in 
so I can take care of you. Let me in.” 


“Wade!” Peter cried out when the Alpha’s thick cock split him open without any preparation, 
when the blunt head slid through the trail of slick on his thighs and then shoved against his hole 
and into him with a jolt of pain that had Peter arching up off the bed screaming, then sinking back 
into the pillows gasping with relief once he was full. “Oh my god. Oh my god.” 


“My mate.” Wade groaned out desperate once he was all the way inside. The Omega was tight, 
slick and hot and clenching fluttering around the base of his cock. Peter grabbed at Wade like he 
couldn’t bear to let the Alpha go, and Wade rubbed his forehead into Peter’s shoulder and crooned 
through a rush of sweet words, praise and adoration for his Omega as inch by inch the perfect body 
relaxed around him till he could move. “Baby boy, you feel so good.” 


Wade turned his head to mouth a kiss to the Omega’s bonding spot, to lick and nuzzle up the 


length of Peter’s throat till he could reach that sweet mouth but then-- 
“No.” Peter twisted away from the kiss. “No you can’t kiss me.” 


“Pete--” Wade immediately tried to lift himself free from the tempting clutch of the Omega’s 
channel, but stopped when Peter wrapped both legs at his waist and forced him to stay. “Pete no no 
wait, why can’t I kiss you?” 


“You can kiss me or you can come.” Peter’s eyes were bright with tears again, a faint tremor 
running through his entire frame and hips moving unconsciously up trying to fit the Alpha tighter 
inside him even as he insisted, “You can kiss me or you can come but you can’t do both. That’s 
your punishment. You can have my body or my affection but not both.” 


“Not both.” The Alpha’s hazel eyes blazed red, and Peter’s jaw dropped open when Wade 
forcefully pushed his thighs apart and pulled out completely. “Fine.” 


“Wait, Wade---” 


“My mate.” Wade crushed his mouth to Peter’s, licking across the full bottom lip till the Omega 
opened for him then thrusting his tongue deep into the willing warmth, nipping and cutting with 
his fangs till Peter muffled a cry into the Alpha’s mouth and kissed him back just as hungry. 


“C’mere right here, beauty.” This time when Wade pulled away and sat back on his knees it was to 
grasp at Peter’s pale thighs with both hands and drag the Omega up onto his lap, then further up 
again until Peter was nearly folded in half on the bed and his legs were splayed open leaving his 
cock and entrance on full display first to the Alpha’s greedy gaze and then to his tongue. 


“Oh!” Peter threw his head back and shouted at the first lick over his entrance. He was too empty 
after having his Alpha full inside him and then abruptly gone and the tentative touch of Wade’s 
tongue wasn’t enough, not yet. “Wade--!” 


“Call me Alpha.” Wade sealed his lips to the barely loosened rim and pulled, flicking his tongue 
fast until the sensitive skin was spit soaked and red beneath the pressure of his mouth. “When I’m 
tasting you like this, you call me Alpha.” 


“Al--Alpha.” 


The sting of fangs had the Omega jolting and mewling, and Wade’s fingers left marks at Peter’s 
hips as he manhandled his mate still so he could flatten his tongue to the scraped skin and suckle 
soothing kisses at the meat of Peter’s ass and then back again to his hole to suck and slurp until 
slick smeared shiny across his chin. Up to drag his nose and then his mouth over the soft path just 
behind Peter’s sac and then dragging the widest part of his tongue up the length of the slender cock 
to close his mouth around the tip and feel it flex against his tongue till he could taste the precome 
spilling with every shaky inhale from the whining Omega. 


“Call me Alpha.” he rumbled deep into Peter’s center, holding the Omega’s legs far apart and 
taking Peter’s weight easily so his mate could go limp, mewling in his grasp as he shoved the tip of 
his tongue past the twitching rim and inside as deep as he could manage. It wasn’t deep enough 
and Wade growled in frustration, but it tapered into a pleased croon when Peter peeled Wade’s 
fingers off his thighs so he could snap them closed around the Alpha’s head and lock him there 
between his legs. 


Whatever Wade said next was muffled but the Omega didn’t give a damn about words when Wade 
thrust his tongue further and at the same time pushed his thumb firmly into Peter’s perineum, 


pressure both inside and out till the Omega screamed from it and bucked helplessly against Wade’s 
face, trying to ride the Alpha’s tongue harder for some sort of relief. His honeysuckle scent 
swelled red wanting and the Alpha’s musky cedar scent blistered in response, the smell of mate 
and sex and too wet Omega slick soaking the air and making it hard to breathe. 


Wade didn’t need to breathe. No, all the Alpha needed was to knead both hands into the plush 
curve of his mates ass and bury his face deeper between the gorgeous thighs, lapping and nuzzling 
and letting his fangs catch until Peter grabbed at his head and tried to crush him closer, suffocating 
the Alpha there where he was wet and lush and needy. 


“Pete.” One thick finger circling his rim and probing, testing before slipping past the spit soaked 
entrance and searching for the specific bump far inside the Omega’s channel that would shatter 
Peter to pieces. 


“Omega.” Another finger when one only made Peter keen and tremble and plead. 


“My mate.” Wade crooked his fingers and stroked, never once letting up with his tongue and 
following the Omega across the bed when Peter squealed and tried to wriggle away from the 
overstimulation. 


“Call me Alpha.” Wade felt the very second Peter splintered apart, the breath in where his Omega 
was still in control and the breath out where Peter was lost. The Omega jerked on the bed, stiffened 
shaking in Wade’s hands and broke sobbing, “Alpha! Alpha--!” as his cock spilled streaking white 
splattering up his chest and nearly to his chin. 


“C’ mere.” Wade pried Peter’s legs apart and dragged the Omega back towards him on the bed, 
caging Peter in with his arms and laying kiss after searing kiss onto lax lips. He swallowed the 
cries from Peter’s mouth, rumbled in response to the shaky swears and desperate clutch of fingers 
at his shoulders and back, growled adoring when mumbled ‘Alpha my Alpha’ found his ears and 
was whispered into his skin beneath a half dozen dazed kisses. 


“There you are.” The Alpha ignored his own aching cock and the need hammering scarlet behind 
his temples and kissed Peter again, again. “My mate. My Omega. Baby boy you’re so gorgeous. 
Perfect, Peter you’re so--” 


Wade stopped when he tasted tears in the next kiss and pulled away in alarm to check on his mate. 
“Hey hey hey, what happened? Did I hurt you? Did I--” 


“Since when do you follow the fucking rules?!” Peter pushed and punched at Wade till the Alpha 
moved off him, then rolled into the pillows and hid his face sobbing. “Since when do you follow 
the rules! You’ve broken every rule I’ve ever had but this time-- this time you-- you-- I tell you my 
body or my affection and you choose my affection? My feelings? How dare you?!” 


“Pete?” 
“This time you’re respectful of my rules when I’m broken without you?!” 
“..Oh no Omega, you’ re not--” 


“Knot me.” Peter rolled back to him, on top of him, spreading himself open over the Alpha and 
taking the full length of Wade’s cock inside him with one hard thrust. “Al--Alpha knot me. Keep 


” 


me. 


“Keep you?” Wade couldn’t barely breathe being sheathed so suddenly back inside his Omega’s 
body but he fought through the dizziness and grabbed at Peter’s chin so he could see him. “What 


do you mean keep you?” 


“Don’t leave me again.” Brittle, hurt and fear and abandonment and Joneliness spoiling the 
addicting scent of arousal till it stung at Wade’s nose and cracked his heart right through the 
middle. 


“Don’t leave me again.” Peter sat down harder on the Alpha’s cock, then leaned forward to push 
his forehead to Wade’s chest. “Please. Please. Keep me this time, don’t leave me.” ” 


“My mate.” The Alpha’s eyes burned as he very carefully rolled them again till Peter was cradled 
in the blankets and he could hover over his mate to keep the Omega safe. “My mate, I’m never 
leaving you again. I promise.” 


“Keep me.” Peter whispered and Wade covered him in a slow, drugging kiss before filling Peter 
with a single hard thrust. “Keep me, don’t let me go...” 


“T’m never leaving you again.” 
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Peter sat naked after they were done, leaning against the wall behind the bed with one knee bent 
and the other leg stretched out open. He was leaking into the thin blankets, shifting already sore 
with bruises at his waist, at his thighs, his entrance abraded from the effort of Wade’s tongue and 
teeth and the rough skin at the Alpha’s chin, hole stretched from the size of Wade’s knot. Every 
breath in made his insides quake, every shift sent sparks of awareness and pain spiked pleasure 
skittering under his skin and through his veins and Peter was emotionally physically 

mentally exhausted. 


...but more important than all that, the Omega couldn’t stop smiling. It was nothing more than a 
slight curve to the corner of his lips but it matched the uptick of bliss in his sugar sweet scent and 
as Wade stoked the fire behind the rusty grate, he kept looking over and smiling cos his mate was 
smiling. 


“Come back to bed, Alpha.” Peter murmured after a long time of just watching the Alpha poke at 
the fire, and Wade obeyed immediately, returning to the bed and pulling Peter immediately onto 
his lap to hold the Omega over his heart. “Mmm, that’s better.” 


“Yeah.” Wade smoothed his hands down Peter’s back, over the lean hips and sore rear, and held 
Peter just a little bit tighter, moaned just softly when the Omega hugged at his thighs with his 
knees and curled in content to nose at his bonding spot. “Yeah, this is better.” 


They were quiet together another moment just resting, then Wade whispered soft so he wouldn’t 
break the fragile peace, “I didn’t think you’d come after me, Pete. I thought you’d take your 
chance and run. Be done with me and the way I hurt you and go find your freedom.” 


“It never even crossed my mind.” Peter confessed over a slow breath. “I woke up, read that note 
and immediately set out after you. It didn’t occur to me to leave I just-- I just wanted to be with you 
again.” 


“To kill me?” 
“Maybe.” The Omega shrugged uncaringly. “You deserve it for leaving me.” 


“T deserve it for leaving you.” Wade agreed, then, ““Comin’ out this way, wanting to stay with 
me... you’re askin’ to die beside me, Pete. The chances of anyone walking away from this are real 


slim. Are you sure you wanna be around for that?” 


“T’ve barely had a chance to live beside you, Alpha.” Peter dug his teeth into Wade’s bonding spot. 
“And I’m not afraid to die.” 


“T’m gonna do everything I can to keep you safe.” the Alpha promised, but Peter shrugged it off 
again with a half casual, “To die would be an awfully big adventure, don’t you think?” 


“Baby boy.” Wade fit his hand to the back of Peter’s skull, carded through the thick hair and 
pressed a kiss to his mate’s forehead. “I’ve got a whole list of other adventures I’d rather have for 
the two of us.” 


Peter’s smile was a little sad when he pulled away to look down at his Alpha. “Me too. But life’s 
taught me that I want doesn’t really matter in the long run. The only thing I’ve ever really wanted 
is you, and now I have you so I’m gonna hold on with both hands and if that means I die besides 
you, I die beside you.” 


Softer, “Maybe that’s the only happily ever after people like you and I deserve. A murderous 
Alpha bounty hunter and an Omega whore with a death wish. We’re quite the pair, aren’t we?” 


Softer again, nearly inaudible, “I don’t care what the next few days brings, Wade. I just don’t want 
you to leave me behind again.” 


“Never again.” Wade rested his palm warm and steadying at the base of Peter’s neck and ran his 
thumb purposefully over the still unsilvered bonding spot. “I love you, my mate.” 


“Oh.” Peter’s red lips parted in surprise and then pleasure, and a thrilled blush spread pink up his 
neck, into his cheek and suffused through the smattering of freckles at his nose. Those gorgeous 
eyes lit bright with happiness, honeysuckle scent bursting bright and Wade could scarcely believe 
how beautiful his mate was just then. 


“T love you, Pete.” He repeated awestruck, and the Omega leaned in to lay a tender kiss at his lips-- 


“Alpha my Alpha. I love you too.” 
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Six Miles Outside Defiance 


“Did you hear?” Angel let herself into the shack Francis called headquarters and ignored the other 
Alpha’s glare to seat herself by the sooty, crackling fire, warming her stiff hands from the chill of 
the desert night. “Did you hear about Wade?” 


“T heard a thing or two.” Francis’s eyes flickered red in annoyance over his second-in-command 
barging in and interrupting him. “Why? What have you heard?” 


“T heard someone saw him just outside Blackbranch.” She settled back into the chair, powerful 
arms crossed over her chest and fangs glinting in the low light. “Apparently he killed someone in 
Tornpeak too and just now one’a the recently arrived fella’s was saying he heard tell of an ugly 
bastard of an Alpha with a loud mouth and too many guns showing up in Crook’s Bridge.” 


“Ts that so?” Irritation laced Francis’s tone. “Then someone talked. It’s no coincidence Wilson’s 
found himself this far South when he had no reason to think I'd’ be here. We never came this far 
south back when we ran together so someone somewhere talked.” 


“Too late to be pissed about that.” Angel brushed off the flare of anger in Francis’s muddled scent. 
“We need to make a plan. If he’s heading this way, you know damn well that asshole’s bringing 
every gun he can get his hands on and he’s got you and most likely me dead in his sights.” 


“And,” she added, cautiously this time. “I heard that Omega’s riding with him, that mouthy one 
that escaped us.” 


“Christ.” the Alpha ran a hand over his closely shorn scalp. “Why won’t he fucking die?” 
“Which one?” 


“Both of them! Either of them! Christ!” A bucket slammed off the wall when Francis kicked at it 
angrily. “Hell itself doesn’t even want that man and that whore Omega of his seems just as 
determined to follow along with his bullshit! Why won’t they just fucking die!” 


“Well, knowing Wade he’ll make some stupid stand right in the middle of Defiance.” Angel 
pointed out. “Shoot out style. I helped bury the bodies at St. Margarets and it was bad, Francis. 
Wade’s got a death wish, he’s not afraid to die and he’s not afraid to take half the population with 
him. We need to be prepared.” 


“You’re right about him having a death wish.” A voice from the corner, thin and reedy the way all 
old voices were, ringing with an echo of authority from days long past but trapped in a body riddled 
with scars and damage, legs that couldn’t carry his weight and an arm that could barely lift a fork-- 
the Commander, long removed from his days barking orders and commanding respect, now a 
feeble invalid confined to his bed thanks to one Alpha Wade Wilson. 


“T say we make that particular wish come true.” the Commander hacked a phlegmy sounding 
couch. “Kill him. Kill his Omega, too. Kill the Omega first so he has to watch.” 


“It’s high time Wade Wilson learned the cost of disrespecting me.” 
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Chapter Notes: 


The memory of Peter leaving Wolf Canyon and then Wade leaving Peter made me sad. 
Both of them so clearly don’t want to go but while Peter’s heart just couldn’t take 
another second waiting around for Wade, Wade’s heart wouldn’t let him take another 
second worrying about Peter so there they go leaving each other only to end up 
dragged right back to each cos that’s what soulmates do. 


Random-- Karan (Soni) is the name of the actor that plays Dopinder (cab driver) in 
the Deadpool movies. 


But YO the reunion. The REUNION. I’ve actually had that exact scene planned out 
since February of 2021 (while writing LAL) cos I knew that no matter what there had 
to be a reunion and it had to go this way with Peter ready to blow Wade’s head right 
off for daring to leave him. I typed so hard during that part trying to convey all that 
emotion through my fingers and into the letters that #Misha the Cat got annoyed at the 
noise and left to go nap somewhere else. Just the way Peter was SO ANGRY and tried 
to stay angry, tried to control the whole moment but Wade kept taking over to be good 


to him and then that heart breaking “keep me”... Peter’s never had anyone who loved 
him and he could love back and the way he begs Wade to ‘keep me’. Ugh my heart. 


ALSO did it give anyone else Incredibles (2004) vibes where Helen shows up while 
Bob is kidnapped and she sees him with Mirage and she is SCREECHING at him 
while he just patiently pulls her in and tells her “you’re yelling at me but I’m just glad 
you’re alright”. I got major Them vibes from this scene and I love it. 


Calm Before the Storm 


Chapter Summary 


Verse Typical TW for violence, unhealthy relationship dynamics and here in the 
beginning a mention of what would have been an attempted r*pe (non graphic 
mention) if our favorite Omega wasn't a bloodthirsty violent little minx. 


Father Toomes’s Home for Unwanted Children 
Nine Years Previous 


Peter wasn’t entirely sure what woke him, but the only barely presented Omega went from deeply 
entrenched in a vivid dream to wide awake almost panicking in a split second, entire body on high 
alert, mind racing trying to place the noise or sound or shift of air that had disturbed him. 


“Are you awake, little Omega?” 


It was another boy at the home, an Alpha who was due to be shuffled out of the orphanage by 
weeks end now since he’d outgrown their narrow bunks, since he ate too much and compromised 
their meager rations...and since he’d taken to watching the Omegas like he was watching Peter 
now, red eyes bright in the nearly dark room, fangs catching the light from the street lamps outside 
the window and gleaming eerie. 


“T’m awake.” Peter didn’t move, barely dared breathe, frozen in place in his bunk with eyes wide. 
The first thing Omegas were taught once they presented was to never ever incite a young Alpha to 
irritation. All that biologically enhanced strength and stereotypical aggression was dangerous 
enough with an Alpha old enough to have managed a measure of self control, but adolescent Alphas 
had been known to jump from irritation to murder in the blink of an eye, to lose control between 
one breath and the next because their entire lives had been disrupted by the emergence of their 
secondary biology and the sudden awareness of scents, hormones, auras, rut and heat and bonding 
was enough to snap an Alpha feral. 


This particular Alpha outweighed Peter by a good thirty pounds, had two or three inches over the 
Omega’s frame and just by virtue of leaning over the bunk, had put Peter in a truly terrifying 
position of helplessness... 


...or so the Alpha thought. 


When the Alpha moved, Peter moved. The Alpha reached and Peter snatched a makeshift knife 
from underneath his pillow and sliced it first over the Alpha’s forearm and then buried it with a 
sickening squelch straight through the Alpha’s palm. 


The boy’s scream woke the rest of the sleeping occupants of the home, but before anyone could 
orient themselves enough to understand what was happening or choose which person to help the 
Alpha let out a guttural sounding growl and charged at Peter with fangs bared... 


Crook’s Bridge 
Present Day 


...Peter’s eyes snapped open, the muted colors of his dream fading away into nothing as he inhaled 
sleepy and then exhaled wide awake and fully cognizant of his entire surroundings. 


Dingy walls with evidence of water damage on the warped planks. A dirty floor with a large rug 
that did nothing to disguise the age and wear of the room. A cracked wash basin. A grimy mirror. 
The noise of the kitchen from the downstairs restaurant and the whores waking up down the hall to 
start another day. The weight of an Alpha at his back and a thick arm wound at his waist, a wide 
palm spread over his heart and the huff of warm breath in his hair, along his ear, ghosting at his 
throat. 


Wade. 
My Alpha. 
I'm safe. 


The bounty hunter was awake, Peter could tell from the rhythm of Wade’s heart, the depth of each 
breath and the thrum of tension in the arms that kept him close. Wade was awake but choosing to 
lie there beneath the scratchy covers, lingering to prolong the hug they’d fallen asleep in, hovering 
and content to wait for the Omega to speak. 


“This is the first time we’ ve ever woken up together without Vanessa knocking on my door and 
complaining that we’re breaking the rules, or you shoving away from me to get back to Arthur and 
out of town.” Peter covered the hand at his heart and pressed till Wade shifted and curled tighter 
around him. “But it’s late. Sun’s up. I thought you said we had to get an early start.” 


The Alpha didn’t answer, choosing instead to brush chapped lips down the length of Peter’s throat 
and over the bruised fang marks at the Omega’s bonding spot. Wade tucked his nose at the curve 
of Peter’s neck and inhaled the sleepy soft honeysuckle scent and rumbled in quiet contentment 
when he caught the lightest strains of lavender on the satin skin. The longer Peter went without 
masking his scent using soaps or perfumes the more Wade found impossible intricacies in the 
sugar sweet smell-- not just honeysuckle but a tiny hint of jasmine, not just the bluebonnets the 
Omega preferred to wear but lavender when he was drowsy, not just saccharine vanilla that marked 
all Omegas but an undercurrent of lilies like the blooms that grew in brilliant colored bunches all 
over Wolf Canyon. 


Peter’s scent was a flawless reflection of the Omega’s personality-- Complex and drugging. 
Unpredictable and addicting. Sweet and uncontrollable. Soothing and inspiring. Wild and free but 
calling the Alpha home all the same. 


He was perfect and Wade wanted to raise his fist against the skies, throw his head back and how] at 
the unfairness of it all, fight and swear and rage because he’d finally found his mate, 

he’d finally found peace in claiming and being claimed and all they had left together was this 
sunrise and maybe one more before blood was spilled at Defiance and this terrible story with it’s 
pain and fury and trauma would come to an end. 


Wade wanted to raise his fist to the skies and howl because it was so goddamn unfair, but instead 
the Alpha quieted his thoughts and forced his body to relax so he could simply hold onto his mate 


for a few seconds longer. 


Peter turned and nudged at Wade’s nose with his own, pursing his lips for an awkward but sweetly 
sleepy kiss. 


“Pete--” The Alpha rasped, but Peter shook his head and burrowed back into the pillows, closing 
his eyes and purring soft soft when Wade left another kiss at his ear. 


No words were needed just yet, there’d be plenty of time for conversation and plans later. 
Right now Alpha and Omega needed to simply lie together in the calm before the storm... 


...and try not to think too far ahead to the inevitable end. 
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Crook’s Bridge was half a day’s ride from Defiance, half a day through blowing sand and 
frustrating heat and Peter’s mount skittish around the lizards that darted through their path and 
Arthur clearly hating the journey but resolutely plodding along with the same loyalty the stallion 
had showed years ago when he’d carried Wade through the battlefields and war torn country sides 
on the Eastern coast. 


Cacti dotted the landscape, their forms blurry through heat-rippled air and their meager shadows 
crowded with desert dwellers desperate to escape the sun for at least a few seconds. Overhead a 
buzzard flew in lazy circles scanning the stretch of nothing for a poor, unfortunate soul that had 
succumbed to the heat or maybe scraps from the coyotes last meal left behind at the base of one of 
the scraggly, pathetically small bushes that tried and failed to establish themselves in the dunes. 
Wade kept passing the water over to Peter, grunting at the Omega to drink even when Peter fussed 
about having his own water canteen and in return Peter unfolded his kerchief and cut it down the 
middle with his knife, offering half to the Alpha so Wade had a piece to block the sand from his 
mouth and nose. 


It was miserable. Empty. Vast nothingness that would only lead the pair to terrible things and yet 
Alpha and Omega continued on for hours until the very first hint of buildings in the distance 
caught Wade’s eye. 


“There, Pete.” Breathing hurt, the air nearly searing this close to noon, and Wade had to clear his 
throat and wet his lips before trying again. “There, that’s Defiance.” 


“Looks like the sorta place people go to die.” The Omega slanted a look towards a rudimentary 
cross sticking up in the sand, two sticks lashed together with fraying rope that was the entire 
memorial for the body buried underneath. “Seems appropriate.” 


“Yeah.” Wade tugged the kerchief higher on his face, wincing when a burst of hot wind ran raw 
over the sensitive skin. “You think we’ ll get a cross in the sand when it’s all said and done?” 


“My Alpha.” It wasn’t the right time to laugh, but Peter had never been the sort of Omega to follow 
rules or pay attention to what the world considered right, so he sucked in a breath of the blistering 
air and laughed, “There’s no reason to put a cross over an empty grave!” 


“An empty grave because you think we’ll survive?” Wade asked skeptically. “Pete, I told you--” 


“IT know we won’t survive. But we won’t need a cross cos I don’t think there will be enough left of 
us to bury once Francis gets his revenge.” Peter clarified with another morbid little laugh. “But so 
long as we take a piece of him with us, I'll be fine.” 


“Bloodthirsty brat.” the Alpha murmured and Peter winked saucy and sassy and far too beautiful to 
be marching steadfast towards his doom, “Brute.” 


They were silent again as Defiance grew closer, snark and teasing and serious conversation falling 
away as more and more crosses clogged the side of the road, marked graves then blank spaces that 
were also definitely graves but had lost their crosses to the wind and wild-- or maybe had never 
been tagged with a cross at all, without anyone to give a single damn about the souls rotting away 
beneath the surface. 


Wade had visited dozens of the little towns scattered across the territory and without fail, they all 
followed the same outline-- first a blacksmith at the edge of town to board to fix a thrown shoe or 
straighten out a blade or board a horse should the visit lengthen to overnight. After the blacksmith, 
a sheriff’s office or at least a jail cell waiting for those who got in trouble at the cathouse or tavern 
and needed a solitary, secure place to sleep off a paycheck’s worth of drink. The town usually had 
a school, always a tiny mercantile where travelers and vagabonds alike could purchase various 
goods and sundries, side streets with rows of neatly identical houses, and perhaps a bank where 
miners and ranchers could leave their money once the drive had finished and the mountains and 
rivers had stopped giving their gold and gems. 


Defiance didn’t follow that outline. If the litany of crosses marching towards the town weren’t 
enough of a warning, the absence of anything remotely domestic within the town limits assured 
any unfortunate travelers that Defiance was nota place they wanted to spend much time in. 


The blacksmith’s forge looked long cold, the boarding stables empty and doors hanging off 

hinges. A building that might have been a Sheriff’s Department at some point past had been blasted 
to pieces, twisted heaps of iron half buried in the dirt all that was left of jail cell doors. There were 
no whores hanging about on the balcony or walkway outside the tavern, there wasn’t even a drunk 
sleeping off a too hard night in the alleyway. There was no hustle and bustle at the shoddy 
mercantile, no picturesque homes set back from the street and no bell left in the rickety church 
tower. 


But despite Defiance appearing all but abandoned and far too isolated for anything except the most 
basic of life’s necessities, there was a bank at the crossroads where the dusty main road split three 
different ways. 


“Ts that a bank?” The Omega asked in disbelief. “Who the hell would be stupid enough to leave 
their money in a place like this?” 


Not even Wolf Canyon with its massive ranches and many farms and steadily growing population 
had a bank, but Defiance...well at some point Defiance had had a bank, though not much was left 
of it now. 


The street to the right stretched towards a handful of rundown homes and what might have been a 
two level inn or boarding house. Once upon a time the street might have been cobblestoned and 
inviting for the residents of Defiance, but now it was sunken and littered with potholes, narrower 
than it’s original plan as the desert crept closer and closer over the boundaries with every windy 
season. 


The other road ended abruptly six of seven yards into the desert, but Peter clicked his tongue and 
inclined his head when he saw a relatively fresh pile of horse droppings, and the Alpha nodded, “If 
I were that sumbitch Francis, I’d put my hide out that-a-away towards the hills. Picking the road 
nobody wants to travel is a sure way to make sure people leave you the hell alone.” 


In the middle of the crossroads sat what was left of the Bank of Defiance. Much like the Sheriff’s 


Department, the bank had been torn apart by a dynamite blast and then left to burn, if the scorch 
marks on the empty stones were anything to gauge by. 


The site was eerily reminiscent to the bank Wade had blown up all those years ago, the same bank 
and blast and event that had set this whole mess of murder and mayhem into motion. The 
cornerstones at the perimeter stood alone, the wooden walls of the main building long burnt to 
nothing more than ash. The gates that protected the main doors at closing time lay as twisted and 
mangled as the jail cell doors at the front of town and all that was left standing was the steel-and- 
stone reinforced walls of the back room that had once housed the vault. 


“This is where we should fight.” Wade dug his knees into Arthur’s side and urged the stallion up 
and into the center of the destroyed bank. “The vault room will be solid stone and steel which 
means no one can shoot through it and so long as we keep our guns aiming out the front door, we’ ll 
be protected on three sides. It’s the best possible position to face down Francis and whatever army 
of assholes he’s bringing with him.” 


“The best possible position until they pin us in.” Peter stayed on the road, watching closely as his 
Alpha paced out the lines of the bank and peered inside the still standing vault room. “We’d be 
trapped, Wade.” 


“Tf they make it close enough to pin us in, it won’t be until after we’ ve killed enough of them to 
make them desperate.” the Alpha countered grimly. “Desperate men make stupid mistakes and 
that’s how we’ll get them.” 


“You think they’ll be desperate.” 


“T’m counting on it.” Wade wheeled Arthur around and squinted his eyes towards the hills. 
“Somewhere out there is Francis, the Commander and their little hideout and I want them to know 
where we are. Bring them to us instead of us wandering out to them.” 


“Well, ’ve made a hobby out of causing scenes.” The Omega’s pretty lips tilted in a smile. “I’m 
sure I could figure out some way of ensuring word gets around that you and I are here and spoiling 
for a fight.” 


“Baby boy, Francis is a lotta things but he’s not stupid.” Wade turned Arthur towards the second 
street and sent him trotting towards the inn. “...he already knows we’ re here.” 
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In their tiny room near at the back of the inn, Peter nibbled his way through the thick crust of a 
not-quite-palatable sandwich and watched his Alpha laying out the weapons on the floor and 
meticulously, thoroughly checking every stock and cleaning every barrel, counting ammunition 
and sharpening knives. 


“You know how to use this?” Wade held up a revolver and the Omega nodded slowly. “I know you 
know how’ ta use a shotgun. How do you feel about the longer range rifles?” 


“T can point and shoot with the best of them.” When Peter shrugged, one sleeve of his loose tunic 
slipped off his shoulder, baring him from throat nearly to elbow and the Alpha stared at the creamy 
exposed skin for a long moment before going back to his inventory. 


And then in a soft near whisper that stopped Wade right in his tracks, “I was fourteen the first time 
I killed someone.” 


“T didn’t know you’d ever killed anyone, Pete.” Wade cocked a curious eyebrow at his mate. “At 


fourteen?” 


“T-- I didn’t mean to kill him.” the Omega tried to deny, but Wade countered dryly, “Your nose 
scrunches when you lie Omega. Try again.” 


“Damn that tell.” Peter abandoned the sandwich and wiped his hands the napkin. “I didn’t even 
know I had a tell and now I find out everyone knows about it?” 


“It's gorgeous.” Wade broke open the shotgun and peered down the barrel. “Tell me about the guy 
you killed. And don’t lie this time.” 


“Fine, I did mean to kill him.” Peter corrected brazenly and with maybe a hint of satisfaction. “We 
were both young, barely presented. He’d been my friend just a few weeks before and we even did 
our studies together. Then he presented Alpha and I presented Omega and he-- he just couldn’t 
control himself around me. Came to my bunk one night when I was sleeping and--” 


The Alpha snapped off a terrifying growl and Peter tilted his head and growled right back, eyes 
sparkling in delight over the show of protectiveness. “--And he grabbed me. I was scared so I cut 
him.” 


He made a motion over his arm, then mimed stabbing. “Put my knife right through his palm. When 
he came back at me fangs out, I grabbed the lamp and bashed it against his head. Took a shard of 
glass and stabbed him in the thigh. When the officers came to question me, I packed everything I 
could fit in a bag and crawled out the window, ran away West.” 


“Vicious.” Wade’s scent heated approving. “I should be glad you only aimed a shot gun at my 
face.” 


“Oh please.” he sniffed. “You should be glad I didn’t aim it anywhere else.” 


“Trust me, I am.” the Alpha went back to counting rounds. “Do you regret it? The blood on your 
hands?” 


“T don’t see any blood.” Peter made a show of inspecting his hands. “Do you?” 


“Not a drop, my mate.” Wade grunted. “Do you remember the night of the town meeting in Wolf 
Canyon? When Eva killed that fella who was wandering around upstairs without permission?” 


“Vividly.” Peter nodded a few times. “Why?” 
“Would you have really gone with Murdock if I’d refused to go with you?” 


“Yes.” the Omega didn’t even hesitate to answer as he lounged back on the bed. “I didn’t want to 
go alone and if you weren’t going to go, I absolutely would have asked Mr. Murdock. The only 
thing Matthew ever told me no about was paying for my company. He would have gone with me 
in a heartbeat if I’d requested his presence at my side.” 


Peter watched his mate count a moment, then asked, “Would you have actually told me no?” 


“No.” Wade didn’t hesitate either, though his answer rumbled rough with conviction. “No, I never 
would have actually told you no. But you know that, don’t you?” 


“T know.” the Omega acknowledged quietly. “But if you weren’t going to tell me no, why did you 
act like it? Why grumble and growl and fuss?” 


“Why did you threaten to go with Murdock if you knew I was going to say yes?” 
“T--” Peter’s mouth opened, then closed in confusion. “I don’t um-- well--” 
“We’re bad at this.” Wade reloaded the revolver and snapped it shut. “Aren’t we?” 


“Td rather do it this way, then no way at all.” That honeysuckle scent blossomed joyful, and Wade 
rumbled, “Me too, baby boy. Me too.” 


Later, after the guns and knives had been inventoried, cleaned and reloaded and carefully packed in 
bags and holsters-- 


Later, Peter lay stretched nude out on the bed and his Alpha lay naked between his legs, head 
pillowed on Peter’s stomach and hands gripping secure at Peter’s side while the Omega drew 
gently idle designs over Wade’s bare scalp. 


“You know.” Peter lifted into a grasp at his rear. “I’m not much of a house Omega. Actually, ?'m 
not anything approaching a house Omega.” 


“TI know, Pete.” 


“T don’t know how to cook.” the Omega continued, scratching his nails across Wade’s broad 
shoulders. “My cleaning skills are abysmal and mostly limited to stripping sheets post coitus and I 
can only sew enough to mend the occasional small hole, not to make my own clothes or anything 
like that.” 


“T can do the cleaning and the mending.” Wade decided, but when Peter glanced down at him 
skeptically, the Alpha corrected, “Fine. We can figure out how to clean together or better 

yet, pay someone to do it. Ain’t like I’m hurting for gold and coin, Pete. We’ll figure it out. 
Whatever you wanna do.” 


“Hm.” Peter settled back into the pillows and kept touching his Alpha, drawing lazy designs and 
soothing circles on the ravaged skin. “I’ve never been free enough to do whatever I want.” 


“What is that you wanna do?” 


“Leave.” the Omega said immediately. “See the ocean and learn to sail. Climb a mountain and see 
the entire world stretched out beneath me. Have a place to call home that isn’t a rented room or 
dependent on my services. Grow a garden just to try. I want to do...everything.” 


“If we survive this, I'll take you to see the ocean.” Wade propped his chin up on Peter’s navel and 
tried to catch his mate’s gaze. “Go by way of the mountains so you can climb the tallest one if you 
want.” 


“Can we have a boat?” 
“Sure.” 
“A garden.” 


“Whatever you want, Pete.” He left a kiss at Peter’s stomach, then lower on the sparse trail of hair 
disappearing below the Omega’s waist. “We walk away from all this tomorrow and [Il take you 
wherever you want to do whatever you want.” 


“T’ve never honestly let myself really want anything.” Peter confessed hoarsely, and Wade 


confessed right back, “The only thing I've ever really wanted is you, my mate.” 


“Christ.” The Omega bit off a curse, then grabbed at Wade’s shoulders and hauled him up so they 
could kiss. “C’ mere, c’mere back inside me. Keep me. Keep me.” 


“T’m gonna keep you, Omega.” Wade gripped at the base of his cock and slid half hard back into 
where Peter was still soft and wet and hot from their first time in the bed a few hours previous. 
Peter hooked a leg around the Alpha’s waist and they both groaned when Wade hardened further 
inside him. “I’m gonna--” he panted a few times when the gorgeous body tightened around him. 
“T’m gonna keep you. Promise.” 


“Keep me.” 


“They’ll hafta pry you outta my cold dead hands.” Hazel eyes darkened scarlet, fangs making 
appearance at that first hard thrust. “I’m never lettin’ you go.” 


“God that’s good.” Peter arced his back into another deep stroke, grabbing first at the sheets and 
then at Wade’s shoulders, digging in until his nails split skin and the Alpha hissed at the welcome 
pain. “That’s so good--” 


“Stay in me like this.” One hand dropped from Wade’s bulk to lay trembling over Peter’s stomach, 
pressing lightly where he was so full. “Right-- right here. I can feel you all the way inside me 
don’t-- don’t let me go.” 


“T’m right here” Wade prided the Omega’s hand away and flattened it over his own heart. “Right 
here. You feel me?” 


“Oh my god, I can feel you.” Peter rolled his hips into another thrust, another and another, 
wrapping his other leg at Wade’s waist and craning his neck to bare his throat. “Bite me, Alpha.” 


“It won’t silver yet, Pete.” 


“T don’t care about that.” Tears sparked bright in the Omega’s eyes. “I don’t care about that. I don’t 
need silver and I don’t need gold, I just need to know that when I wake up tomorrow, you’ll be 
here.” 


“T’ll be here.” Wade’s dangerous fangs broke through a nearly black bruise at Peter’s bonding 
spot for the fourth or fifth or sixth time in so many days, slashing skin and spilling blood and 
wrenching another sob from his little mate. “I’m never leaving you again.” 
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In the morning, they were sober, quiet as they saddled the horses and readied to ride towards their 
fate together. 


“You asked me once for my soul.” Wade swung atop Arthur and reached to grab the reins of 
Peter’s horse, pulling it to a stop so he could stare deep into his mate’s eyes. “You asked me for my 
soul and there’s not much left of it to give, but it’s yours Omega. My soul is yours. It’s always been 
yours. Is that enough for you?” 


“Alpha my Alpha, I told you before.” Peter jammed a shell into his shotgun and set it in the 
holster, then met Wade’s gaze steadily. “I don’t need your whole soul. I am happy with the pieces. 
It’s more than enough for me.” 


“Shit.” The Alpha swallowed hard. “You ready for this, Pete?” 


“T’m ready.” Peter straightened up in the saddle and nodded firmly. “‘Let’s go.” 


“..Let’s go.” 
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Chapter Notes: 
Your Honor, I love them. 


The moment where they’re like “oh we’re bad at this (relationship)” and Peter says 
“Td rather this way, than not at all”. They are unhealthy and obsessive and violent 
and BEAUTIFUL. 


I’ve mentioned this in previous stories and maybe even in LAL but Peter’s scent is 
always linked to Wade specific healing-- Honeysuckle is used in some capacities to 
fight cancer, lavender is soothing for an Alpha whose entire life is a study in violence, 
lily of the valley is used to help treat leprosy (not that Wade has leprosy but holy skin 
condition batman) and then curiously enough, bluebonnets are actually poisonous to 
humans and animals so there’s that vicious, bamf side to Peter that we love too. 


Next Up: IT’S GONNA BE A SHOOT OUT Y’ALL 


Shoot Out in Defiance 


Chapter Summary 


TW for uh... everything. Threats. Violence. Blood. Death. 


Not that anyone cares, but did you know the shoot out at the OK Corral (a wildly 
misrepresented piece of history but arguably one of the most famous Wild West 
moments) only lasted about 30 seconds? 


This has nothing to do with the story, I was just doing research and came across that 
tidbit. 


Yeehaw. 


Six Miles Outside of Defiance 
Sunrise 


“Today we got one goal and one goal only.” Francis spun the chamber of his revolver and snapped 
it shut before holstering the weapon. “Wade Wilson and his whore Omega arrived in Defiance at 
some point yesterday and knowing what I know about that bastard, Wilson’s already got an 
arsenal, a plan and a chip on his shoulder tied to my name. It’s high time we do somethin’ about 
that guy once and for all.” 


“We've got eighteen men.” Angel shrugged into a double shoulder holster, then strapped one to her 
thigh as well. “T'wenty counting the two of us. Will that be enough?” 


“Tt’s one man, Angel.” Francis bared his fangs in frustration at the doubt wrinkling her scent. 
“Even an Alpha like Wade isn’t a match for all our men.” 


“He’s got the whore with him too.” Angel reminded her boss shortly. “The same one that 
outsmarted us both and escaped, remember? We didn’t have a single chance of tracking him down 
till he showed up at Wade’s side just a few days travel from here. I don’t doubt Wade’s gonna try 
some shoot-it-out nonsense in the middle of Defiance but what about the whore?” 


“T’m not worried about some pretty Omega in lipstick and a skirt.” his lip curled into a sneer. “We 
can use him to our advantage. Keep Wade distracted. He can’t focus on taking out our men if he’s 
gotta keep one eye on the Omega.” 


“Where do you think he’ll make his stand?” 


“The bank in Defiance still has a vault room.” Francis bent to tighten the ties of his steel toe 
reinforced boots, lacing them clear to midcalf so the thick leather would protect his legs from 
anything but a direct bullet to the shin bone. “It’s steel and stone, would make the best place to 
fight, and since it’s at the crossroads there’s no other buildings close enough for our men to post up 
in. We’d be forced to to shoot into one narrow opening at the bank while they’d have the full 
advantage of spreading their shot around when our men don’t have any cover.” 


“..you Il have t’ambush them at the inn.” The thready voice from the bed in the corner interrupted 


Angel before she could put in her own opinion. “Before they can settle in at the bank, but it’s too 
late this morn--morn--” 


The words trailed off into a hacking, wet cough, and both the other Alphas in the room turned 
away from the permeating scent of decay and age and near death with a shudder. 


“Too late--” the Commander wheezed. “Wilson will be-- be already at the bank. Take the men 
around Defiance, into the abandoned homes across the street. Catch him when--when--” 


“Save your breath, Commander.” Francis slid a knife into a sheath at his belt, then a set of brass 
knuckles onto his hand. “I’ve already got a plan.” 


“Listen to me!” the Commander struggled to sit. “The abandoned houses-- the Omega-- wait till 
tonight, theyll return and then you can--in the morning--” 


“T’m not waiting until tonight or tomorrow morning!” The Alpha snarled. “I’ve already been 
waiting years for the chance to put a bullet through Wade Wilson’s thick skull and I’m not waiting 
a single second more!” 


“Arrogant.” the Commander wheezed. “You’re a fool. He beat you once--” 


“He beat you once!” a chair crashed against the wall when Francis threw it in a snap of rage. “He 
beat you. You set up the plan at the original bank, you promised everything would go well, it was 
your idea to wait until he trusted us again after all the bullshit back East and it was your plan that 
backfired. Wade Wilson beat you! Not me!” 


“And yet you’re the one stuck in the sand half past the Devil’s asscrack.” Angel tied her hair back 
and let her eyes blaze crimson at Francis. “And for some godforsaken reason, I’m out here too. 
Maybe we listen to the Commander, take his advice and bring this all to an end!” 


“If you have a problem with how I’m running things, you know where the door is.” Francis ran his 
tongue slowly, dangerously over the tips of his fangs and turned his own gaze burn bloody red 
towards his lieutenant. “You’re more than welcome to cross all this desert alone since you can’t be 
bothered to follow orders or keep your mouth shut. Is that what you want?” 


“T want to kill Wade Wilson and get that Omega back for making a fool of me.” Angel ground her 
teeth together, but forced a measure of obedience into her tone. “And I trust your plan for that but- 
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“Then stop talking now.” Francis sliced his hand through the air to silence her. “Or start walking.” 


“fine.” it was visibly, physically painful for Angel to take the verbal dressing down from the 
other Alpha, and she rolled her powerful shoulders, popped her neck and tried tried to blink the red 
away. “Yes...sir.” 


“That’s better.” Francis went back to dressing, tying a bandanna around his neck and settling a hat 
on his head. “Round up the men. We ride as soon as possible.” 


Angel stomped out of the headquarters, slamming the door behind her and the moment her 
footsteps faded, Francis whirled on the Commander and hissed, “You stay out of this, old man. 
Your days of telling me what to do are long over. You’re lucky I even dragged you away from that 
explosion all those years ago, I should have left you to die with the others.” 


“Then you wouldn’t have known where the rest of our gold was.” the Commander deflected 
weakly. He lay back in his pillows and waved his hand towards Francis in a shoo motion, noticing 


but not caring when the young Alpha tensed furious at the dismissal. “You forget, son. You forget 
that J was the brains behind all of it, that I organized our hideouts and gold caches. You left me in 
that rubble and you would have never known where any of our gold was.” 


“Well now I do know.” Francis yanked his pistol from the holster and lifted it to aim at the 
Commander’s head. The old Alpha froze, watery age-dulled eyes twisting in the barest hint of red 
as he tried to muster up the strength to present himself as a threat, but Francis only snorted at him 
and put his finger on the trigger. “Why don’t you lay back down and shut the hell up? Let me take 
care of this and after I’m done scattering Wade Wilson’s parts across the desert, we’ ll see how I 
feel about letting you live to see another sunrise.” 


“Even though,” he paused a moment. “I suppose you’ re right. It would be better to post up at the 
inn and wait for Wilson to show up. I guess you’re good for something after all. At least this one 
last good idea, hm?” 


The Commander stared daggers at Francis as the other Alpha turned on his heel and stalked away, 
but he couldn’t raise his voice enough to order Francis back into the room and he certainly didn’t 
possess the strength to stand and follow Francis and Angel out into the desert. It was a far fall from 
his days of glory with the army, a far fall from his days of adventure riding the deserts with both 
Wade and Francis at his side robbing banks and blowing vaults and hijacking the Wells Fargo 
carriages with their chests full of money and the distance of the fall ate savage at the Commander’s 
ego. 


He was old and decrepit now, crippled and twisted and impotent in his rage and there was nothing 
he could do about it...just like there was nothing he could do when the door to the cabin swung 
open to admit the towering, red eyed bulk of one Alpha Wade Wilson. 


Shit. 


The hoofbeats from Francis and Angel’s horses had only faded away moments previous, the 
twenty-two man strong posse out of hearing distance but only just out of sight and the Commander 
didn’t understand-- he didn’t understand how Wade Wilson could be standing in his doorway right 
then. 


““What-- What--” the bed shook as the old man coughed, and when he wiped at his mouth, he 
thought his spit might be bloody. 


“Wade Wilson.” he tried again, forcing the words past the terror in the back of his throat. “You’re 
supposed to be holed up in the bank vault in Defiance.” 


“T’m well aware of where you all think I’m supposed to be.” Wade ducked under the low frame of 
the door and reached behind to pull his mate in to his side. “That’s why I’m here. It’ take them 
three hours to get to Defiance taking the roundabout way to make sure we don’t see them at the 
crossroads. I can take care of you, take the road as the crow flies to town and beat them all in time 
for a surprise. I’m not worried about Francis and his plans. But you and me? We’ ve got some 
unfinished business.” 


“You’re here to kill me.” The Commander coughed again, then motioned weakly towards Peter. 
“Gonna do it in front’a that pretty thing?” 


“He hasn’t run from th’blood yet.” the Alpha brushed his scarred knuckles over the freckles 
dotting Peter’s cheek, and the Omega turned into the touch for a few seconds. “Got no reason to 
think he’ II start running now.” 


“You’re damn right about that.” Peter tilted his head and stared curiously at the Commander, 
stroking at the bite marks on his throat unconsciously. “Alpha. Who is this?” 


“This--” Wade’s jaw worked as he fought through rage to get the words out. “This is former 
Commander in the United States Army, William Stryker. One’a the worst men to ever wear the 
stripes, one’a the most bloodthirsty fuckers ve ever come across and a good part of the reason I 
have a dishonorable discharge on my record and most of these scars on my skin. I’ve seen him 
butcher women and children cos their skin was the wrong color or cos they didn’t act quite right, 
seen him put a bullet through a man simply for disagreeing with him and the last time I saw him 
right before he tried to stab me in the back during out last job together, he was smiling like we were 
best friends.” 


“Hm.” Peter moseyed further into the room and picked up one a rusted out blade from a side table, 
digging the point into his index finger to test the sharpness and fixing dark eyes on the bed ridden 
Alpha. “Well, I happen to Jove the way my Alpha looks scarred half to shit so I can’t be angry with 
you about that. As far as the other things...” 


The Omega smiled sharp and brutal and Commander Stryker had the immediate uncomfortable 
realization that Wade Wilson might not be the most dangerous person in the room just then. 


“Francis came after my Omega.” Wade took the conversation over again when Peter just kept 
watching Stryker with that unsettling look on his face. “Was that him being an asshole or you 
pulling the strings?” 


“Do I look like I pull any strings anymore, Mr. Wilson?” the Commander was loathe to admit his 
frailty, but he gestured down his body all the same. “Do I look like I’m in charge of anything?” 


“You were always the brains of the operation.” the Alpha retorted. “Me and Francis were hired 
guns right up until the both’a you decided I was expendable and worth a double cross. How’d that 
decision work out for you, by the way? Do much walking these days?” 


“You--” the string of curse words and slurs from the old Commander’s mouth would have been 
shocking in any other moment or situation but in this situation and this moment, it was the futile 
last spewings of a doomed man and they all knew it. “You should have just died like we wanted 
you to!” 


“T’ve heard that from a lot of people.” Wade slid his pistol free of the holster and held it down by 
his side. “Answer me, cos what you say next will affect whether I kill you quick or whether I kill 
you slow. Was tracking down and kidnapping my Omega your idea?” 


“Just get it over with.” Stryker folded into another coughing fit, hacking and wheezing though his 
rheumy eyes glared defiant at the pair. “Just kill me. Put a bullet in me and I’Il see you in hell.” 


“Fine.” the muscle in Wade’s jaw ticked as he raised his pistol. “Look away, Pete.” 


“No.” Peter slipped his fingers into Wade’s other hand and pressed the length of his body into the 
Alpha’s side. “No, I don’t think I will.” 


“My mate.” Wade took his eyes off Stryker only long enough to smile down at the endlessly brave, 
endlessly fierce Omega. “I love you.” 


“T love you too.” Peter whispered and reached to cover Wade’s hand at the gun with his own. “So 
kill him already so we can get on with the rest of our life.” 


“Anything you want, baby boy.” 
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Madame Vanessa’s Establishment 
Wolf Canyon 
Four Years, Seven Months, and Twelve Days Previous 


“You weren’t supposed to stay the night.” the Omega looked gorgeous in the early morning light, 
vulnerable with his hair mussed and scent sleepy, eyes reflecting the sunrise as it peeked through 
the small window in his room. “Ms. Vanessa is all kinds of bitchy about this sort of thing. You 
definitely broke the rules.” 


“You could have kicked me out.” Wade’s fingers trembled as he pulled his pants up his legs and 
buttoned the fly and he muffled a curse over it, wishing he could be better at hiding just what the 
Omega was doing to his soul. “After we-- after we were done, you could have kicked me out. You 
should have kicked me out.” 


“T should have.” Peter crawled to the end of the bed and sat up on his knees, reaching for Wade’s 
hands and dragging the Alpha in until Wade was standing pressed up against the mattress and eye 
level with him. “But I have to get to work and I’m sure you have to get to killing people so Pll only 
take the time to say this.” 


Wade bit back an instinctive growl when the Omega yanked him down so their foreheads pushed 
together, but the huge hands he placed at Peter’s little waist were tentatively gentle. Knowing what 
their night together had meant, what that first meeting yesterday had sparked and what the morning 
light was so brilliantly highlighting had the Alpha moving slow, almost anxious, curving his frame 
in around Peter even while he tried to steel himself for the potential rejection of his damage, of his 
past and his work and the danger that darkened his scent. 


“What--” he wet his lips. “What do you wanna say?” 


“When your journeys find you back in Wolf Canyon, you come to me.” It wasn’t a request, it was a 
demand, not quite a claim but so much more than an offer all at the same time. “You come here, 
you come to me, no where and no one else. Do you understand?” 


Wade murmured something rough and adoringly unintelligible as he carefully carefully cupped 
Peter’s chin and dragged a calloused thumb over the Omega’s cheek. “You’d have me?” 


“T don’t know if I have much choice in the matter.” Peter pointed out dryly, honestly. “Whether for 
money reasons or-- or for whatever you have done to my sanity and my heart, I don’t have much 
choice in the matter.” 


“Omega.” Softer, more meaningful. “You’d have me?” 


“Yes, Alpha.” Achingly sweet, careful and calm as the Omega bumped their noses gently. “Yes, 
Pll have you...” 
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Defiance 
Present Day 


“What are you thinking about right now?” Peter glanced away from the window of the inn and up 


at his mate. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 


“T’m thinking about the morning after.”” Wade counted another two men trying to inconspicuously 
enter the abandoned home across from the inn and mentally changed his count to seventeen. “The 
uh-- the first morning after.” 


“Ah.” the Omega’s expression cleared in understanding, then softened with the memory. 
“Anything specific about that particular morning?” 


“All of it.” Wade peeked through the curtain one more time. “But especially the way you smiled at 
me. Sorta like the way you’re smiling at me right now.” 


“Like I’m sore between my legs and going to be walking with a limp for a few days?” Peter sassed 
him. “Like I’m gonna steal all the gold outta your pockets the moment your back is turned? Like I 
only put up with your bullshit because I like the way you growl?” 


“Brat.” Wade snatched one of the flowers from the dingy vase on one of the tables and tucked it 
into Peter’s hair, then sobered, “Nah, Pete. You were lookin’ up at me and smiling like you 
thought you were about to get bloody, and you thought you were gonna like it. Lookin’ at me the 
same way now. It’s enough to make an Alpha--” 


He cleared his throat. “Enough to make an Alpha believe in happily ever afters.” 


“If I would have known murder made you sappy and sweet, I might have encouraged it sooner.” 
Peter’s nose scrunched up teasingly, but the kiss he lay on Wade’s lips was nothing short of loving. 
“T know what I’m getting into with you, Alpha. I’m ready for it. Yeehaw and all that.” 


“Yeehaw.” The Alpha chased the kiss, lingering over the satin soft mouth and trying not to think 
about how this kiss could be their last kiss. “It was a good idea you had, coming in and posting up 
here, getting rid of the innkeeper so we could keep an eye on all this. But if they think we’re at the 
bank vault, they won’t make a move till at least sundown and I dunno if my trigger finger can wait 
that long. What say we get this party started?” 


“T counted two more men showing up while we were talking.” Peter turned from the kiss and back 
to the window, his face hardening in determination. “That makes eighteen. I didn’t see Francis and 
Angel but it’s a fair bet they’re over there too, so we’ ve got at least eighteen, maybe twenty.” 


“There’s a sure fire way to find out if Francis is there.” Wade decided after a moment of thought. 
“They think we’re holed up at the bank vault so he won’t be expecting me to walk out into the 
street. You stay here, if shit goes bad--” 


“Don’t you dare.” 


“If shit goes bad.” the Alpha repeated firmly. “And they gun me down in the street, I want you to 
leave. Just the way we talked about. Out the back door, take Arthur cos he’s the fastest, run and 
don’t look back.” 


“T told you I was ready to die by your side, Alpha.” Peter put his hand at the long range rifle on the 
table. “If you walk out there and they gun you down, I’m going to kill as many men as I can before 
they get me too. Either we both leave Defiance, or neither of us leave Defiance.” 


The indecision was plain on Wade’s face, the scars at his chin contorting as he grimaced away 
from the overwhelming urge to bundle his mate up and rush Peter away to safety and tried to align 
himself with the promise he’d made to keep the Omega, to never leave and never let go. 


“Alright, baby boy.” He nodded just once, going against every single Alpha and mate linked 
instinct in his entire body as he agreed, “I'll go out there. You keep an eye out from here. If they 
get me, take out Francis first. Losing their leader will send everyone else scrambling and 
something tells me Angel isn’t half as loyal as we might think. Kill Francis and we have a chance 
at disrupting everyone else.” 


“T’ve got you.” the Omega picked up the rifle and held it to his chest. “Go on out there and cause a 
scene.” 


“Tt’s what I do best.” 


It was nearly noon, the sun high in the desert sky when Wade stepped out of the inn and took five 

six seven long strides towards the middle of the dusty road. Arms spread wide, hat tipped back on 

his head and weapons on full display, the Alpha raised his voice and shouted, “Francis! Here I am, 
you son of a bitch! Come out here and talk to me!” 


There was nothing but silence on the street for a long, unnerving moment, the dust blowing and 
wind whistling through the broken windows at the abandoned buildings and then the slow, steady 
creak of a door swinging open on rusty hinges and Francis stepped out into the street to face his 
nemesis. 


The two Alphas were evenly matched in height and weight, brutal after a lifetime of war and battle 
and survival, rage running deep and glittering scarlet in their eyes. Francis’s rugged good looks 
should have attracted any Omega in the vicinity but his ruthlessness and cruelty spoiled his scent 
much like Wade’s violence and anger bubbled tar-thick beneath his skin and scared all but the 
bravest out of his way. 


All but Pete. 


They were an even match, Alphas that could have been brothers, soldiers that should have been 
comrades, two hundred plus pounds of walking trauma and hurt and fury blistering at the edges as 
they clenched their fists and sized each other up. 


“Wade. Fucking. Wilson.” Francis’s duster coat billowed behind him as he sauntered forward step 
by step to meet Wade there in the middle. “Look at you. As ugly and violent as ever.” 


“Not all of us are blessed with posh prince accents and all that bullshit superiority you inherited 
from across the pond.” Wade cracked his knuckles then spread his arms wide again and offered 
Francis his most aggravating smile. “But I work with what I can. The Commander sends his 
regards.” 


“Went and saw the old man, did you?” Francis’s top lip curled, aggravated. “I appreciate you 
saving me the bullet.” 


“There were no bullets saved, trust me.” the other Alpha retorted. “He got what he deserved, same 
as you’re about to get.” 


“Oh!” Francis raised his eyebrows, eyes exaggeratedly wide and mocking. “Oh is that what’s going 
to happen? I’m going to get what I deserve? The way I see it, Wade Wilson, it’s high time you get 
what you deserve! You and that mouthy little whore of yours!” 


“Watch it.” Wade shifted his weight back just slightly, nothing more than a nearly indiscernible 
lean and tiny twitch of his feet to recenter his weight, his fingers twitching towards his gun and 
then away. “Don’t bring Pete into this.” 


“No see, here’s the thing.” Francis raised his voice, sure that the Omega was listening. “I didn’t 
even have anything against him at first! Not till he made a goddamn fool of me! But now he’s 
gonna die right here alongside you!” 


“Francis, I am fucking warning you--” 


“In fact.” the Alpha laughed out loud, cutting Wade right off. “In fact, the Commander suggested I 
kill the Omega first but I don’t think [ll do that. I think P’Il kill you first, so I can make sure the 
very last thing you see is your Omega safe and warm in my hands. How do you feel about that? 
You think a whore cares who’s between his legs or--” 


Faster than Francis could clock, faster than humanly possible Wade let his strength surge, darted 
forward a step and yanked at Francis’s hand to upset the other Alpha. He caught Francis by the 
throat with his other hand and before Peter could get his finger on the trigger just in case, before 
Angel could bark an order to their men to open fire, before anyone could even breathe-- 


--Francis took his last breath right there in full view of everyone. 


Wade yanked the other Alpha in and bared his wickedly curving fangs, drove the ragged points 
through the dirty skin to pierce Francis’s jugular, bit down hard until cartilage shredded and muscle 
tore then locked his jaw and wrenched his head away. 


Francis dropped deadweight to the ground and Wade reared back to land a bone crushing kick at 
the Alpha’s ribs. Francis’s body flopped over beneath the force of the blow and the blood from his 
torn apart throat soaked into the street, staining the dirt first bright red, then nearly black as it 
cooled and sank into the water starved Earth. 


“Asshole.” Wade dragged his hand over his mouth, then spit skin and cartilage right at the back of 
Francis’s skull, clearing his throat and spitting again. “I told you to leave my mate out of it.” 


The first noise splitting the shell shocked silence of high noon was a scream of rage and disbelief 
from Angel at the front window of the nearest house, and the next was a barrage of bullets aimed 
directly for Wade. The Alpha had both pistols out and returning fire in the next blink as he 
scrambled backwards across the street bolting for the relative safety of their inn, and when he blew 
through the door and landed hard on the floor Peter whirled around and shouted, 


“Did you have to kill him in the middle of the street!?” 


“Yep, sure did.” Wade got back to his feet and grabbed for their ammunition, recklessly reloading 
his pistols then ditching those in favor of the more accurate rifle. “He should’a left you outta it. If 
he’d just talked his normal bullshit and threatened me, he might still be breathing.” 


“Idiot Alpha.” Peter rammed the butt of his rifle through the window so the glass wouldn’t shatter 
inward and cut him if someone shot his way, then leveled the barrel on the frame and stared down 
the scope, lining up some unfortunate Beta’s face in his sights. “I’ve been called far worse than a 
mouthy whore by much meaner people than Francis.” 


“T told you when I broke the last guy’s wrist.” the Alpha breathed out short, one two three, then 
whipped around and raised his rifle to fire six consecutive shots into the home across the street. 
Screams and broken glass and another hail of bullets was his reward for his efforts, and Wade 
smiled grimly when he heard the tell tale crash-thud of a dead body falling from a window and 
hitting the boardwalk below. “I'll lose my goddamn mind before I let anyone talk to you that way.” 


“T love you.” Peter darted close for a quick kiss, then went right back to his window. “I’ve taken 


out two, how about you?” 


“Hard to say, my plans just to bring the entire building down and let them all die inside.” Wade 
snatched one of the half full bottles of liquor they’d liberated from the bar, stuffed a kerosene 
dipped rag into the top and struck a match to light it. “Look away, baby boy, this is gonna get 
loud.” 


Wade lobbed the bottle far up and over just as far as he could manage and Peter shrieked, turning 
away and covering his ears when it exploded pop pop pop near one of the second floor windows of 
the house and threw burning glass and liquid all over. 


“Get me another one Pete!” 


Another flaming bottle arced through the air and this time found purchase through a window. The 
explosion rocked the second floor of the home and as men jumped from the windows trying to 
escape the flames in the tinderbox-dry old house, Peter lay down a spray of cover fire with his 
pistols to make sure they all thudded onto the dirt street lifeless. 


Angel could be heard screaming above the uproar, futilely trying to organize her posse into a more 
coordinated team so they weren’t blindly shooting at the inn, wasting bullets destroying up the 
walkways and walls and support struts of the upstairs balcony. Whatever she said must have 
worked as between one breath and the next Wade grabbed Peter by the back of his shirt and 
forcefully yanked the Omega back from the window, shoving him towards the stairs as the air 
erupted with bullets and shrapnel and their inn started falling apart right at their feet. 


“Upstairs! Upstairs now! Now!” Bullets chewed up the stairs right at Wade’s heels as he propelled 
Peter faster and faster up to the top floor. They had another cache of weapons and kerosene up top 
but if he couldn’t take out most of the men left, another cache and all the ammunition in the world 
wasn’t going to do them a damn bit of good. 


“Sheets sheets sheets!” Peter lunged for the bed and started stripping the sheets, tying them 
together at the corner while Wade darted into another room and lobbed bottle after bottle towards 
the house trying to draw Angel’s fire away from where the Omega was working at least for a few 
minutes. “Alpha, you’re stronger than me help me tie these sheets off to this bed post so we can 
climb out the back--” 


Boom! 
“Wade!” 


Peter dropped the sheets and screamed when a perfectly placed shot through the upstairs window 
sent shattered glass schwinging through the air and imbedding themselves into Wade’s side right 
alongside a bullet that cut through the Alpha’s ribs and tore a hole through his back when it exited. 


“Alpha!” 


Wade hit the floor hard, shouting out in pain and shock and Peter screamed again when another 
shot followed the first, then another and another and the wood floor started cracking and 
splintering all around his mate. 


“Wade!” 


“Get out of here, Pete!” the Alpha bellowed, holding onto his side as blood poured out between his 
fingers. “Get out of here now! Out the window, onto Arthur-- go!” 
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“Tm not leaving you!” Peter cried and Wade snarled, snapping, “Goddamn you, Omega! Have a 
single shred of self preservation!” 


“You knew who I was when you claimed me.” Peter dove for his Alpha, staying low to the floor 
and cradling Wade’s head carefully on his lap. “Don’t act so surprised by it all.” 


“Pete-- please--” 


“No.” the Omega bent and lay a gentle gentle kiss at Wade’s forehead. “I am not leaving you. A 
claim is till death does us part and that’s just how it’s gonna have to be. I want your soul, Wade 
Wilson. Right down to the very last piece.” 


“love you.” 


“T love you.” Peter set Wade’s head back down carefully then picked up his gun, jaw tightening in 
sheer stubbornness as he straightened and marched towards the window. “And I am not leaving.” 


When silence finally fell again in the abandoned town of Defiance, when the dust settled inch by 
inch back down to the body-littered street, when the last supportive beam of the balcony at the inn 
gave way and splintered crashing crushing down and took the frame of the old inn with it into ruin, 
there wasn’t a soul left standing on the road, in the still burning home or in the brought-to-rubble 
inn. 


In the upstairs room where an Alpha and Omega had made their last stand, there was nothing but 
shattered glass, scattered bullets and crushed bluebonnets lying in the puddle of blood on the 
wooden slat floor-- 


--and hanging out the shot through window frame, tied together sheets knotted at the bedpost, 
fluttering in the wind. 


Happily Ever After 


Eight Months Later 


The little bungalow style bar sat just far enough from the shoreline to avoid the rising tide lapping 
at its steps, but close enough to the water for any patrons to leave the crystal blue sea, cross the sun 
warmed beach and have a drink all within a moment or two. Separated from the nearby village by 
low, rolling hills, the bar was the only proof of civilization on an otherwise empty beach, a spot of 
humanity set in the space where the desert abruptly met endless ocean, a welcome opportunity for 
rest and refreshment where waves of sand fell into waves of sea water and the birds sang from the 
scrubby trees towards a cloudless sky. 


It was hauntingly beautiful, vivid with flowers and plants blooming in brilliant colors, picturesque 
with small boats bobbing in the distant waves and the echo of excited shouts when a fish hooked 
onto a line, and so far removed from life in Wolf Canyon that the very instant US Marshal James 
Rhodes stepped through the open door of the bar in his full leathers and signature hat, spurs 
clicking on his heeled boots and badge shining silver on his vest, the Alpha knew-- he knew-- he 
was entirely out of place. 


But Rhodey had been tasked with tracking down a pair of runaway criminals, so it didn’t matter if 
he was out of place in the beachside bungalow, just like it hadn’t mattered when he’d been clearly 
out of place moving from one mountain town to another chasing the increasingly cold trail of a 
bloody, brutal mated pair, just like it hadn’t mattered when he’d scoured the desert at the territory 
border for clues, just like it hadn’t mattered when he’d visited Buena Vista, St. Margaret’s, 
Crook’s Bridge and then what was left of Defiance before crossing the border and heading towards 
the ocean. 


It had been months now, months away from Wolf Canyon and Ms. Potts, months on horseback and 
across hundreds and hundreds of miles and with the governor screaming for justice and answers, 
James had finally reached the end of the road in the little bungalow bar at the base of the hills. 


“Marshal Rhodes. You are a long way from home, and as much as I love a man in leather, you are 
stunningly overdressed for the climate.” 


The Omega sitting alone at the bar was almost unfairly beautiful, sun bleached hair hanging in 
loose waves to his shoulders, intelligent eyes glittering in a be-freckled face, tanned legs and bare 
feet on display beneath a tied up, brightly colored skirt that didn’t quite cover the evidence of a 
holster and pistol high on the Omega’s thigh. Bare shoulders above a blouse that seemed liable to 
slip entirely away at any second, flowers tucked behind his ear and at the Omega’s throat, a wide 
lace collar with a bullet pinned to the center like a broach, set just high enough on his neck to show 
off the bright silver of a blatant mating mark. 


“Mr. Parker.” Marshal Rhodes tipped his hat to the Omega and smiled, honestly relieved to see the 
young man alive and well. “How are you? 


“Clearly doing just fine.” Peter crossed one long leg over the other and tilted his head curiously. 
“What on Earth is an Alpha such as yourself doing in a place like this?” 


“T am following the trail of bodies from St. Margaret’s in the territory clear out to Defiance close to 
the border.” Rhodey sat down on the next stool and set his hat on the bar before fixing Peter with a 
look. “V’ve been up and down mountains, had to cross a few rivers, talked to everyone from fellas 


locked up behind bars right up to local priests trying to track down exactly what’s happened. 
Governor’s screaming for accountability so I gotta do something about that.” 


“Accountability.” Peter pursed his lips and nodded slowly, tapping idly at the bullet on his collar. 
“Ts that what you’ re calling it? It sounds to me more like these people you’re chasing had to use 
self defense to protect their mate and escape terrible circumstances.” 


“T’ve got a body count up to thirty one and that’s only what I can confirm.” Rhodey stated flatly. 
“Does that sound like self defense to you?” 


“T think if you’ ve never had to chase your mate across miles, look into their eyes while you think 
they’re dying and listen to someone laugh about you losing them, you have no right to share your 
opinion about the events.” the Omega answered coolly. “What have your eye witnesses said?” 


“There are no eyewitnesses left, Mr. Parker. Not a single person alive that can prove anything, only 
hear say and rumours.” 


“Ah.” Peter had a new scar across his cheek and it pulled when his lips twisted into a smile. 
“Damn shame that. I wonder why there’s no witnesses left.” 


“Mm. I wonder.” The Marshal glanced towards the sea when a boat was pulled up onto sand and a 
huge Alpha with scars littering his bare chest and arms hefted a barrel of fresh caught fish from the 
stern. “Mr. Parker--” 


Peter tapped at his bonding spot, then his collar again. “Most people call me Mr. Wilson these 
days.” 


“Mr. Wilson, then.” Rhodey smiled maybe a little bit when he saw the sprig of bluebonnets painted 
at the bow of the boat. “They miss you in Wolf Canyon.” 


“T don’t care about that.” Peter shook his head, though his expression was a touch melancholy. 
“I’m too happy to care about that. Wolf Canyon and that life might as well have been a dream, ’m 
too far removed from anything in the territory to care anymore.” 


“Mmmhm.” The Alpha took another look at the boat and the former bounty hunter who was 
apparently perfectly content to clean and gut the fish right there on the beach while whistling a 
happy tune, silver shining at his throat from his Omega’s teeth and only barely healed bullet 
wounds dark at his already marred skin. “Mr. Wilson--” 


“Are you here to arrest me, Marshal Rhodes?” Peter interrupted quietly, keeping his voice low so 
no one else would hear. “Or to try and arrest my mate? Because I have always admired you and I 
have the utmost respect for your badge and all the good you’ ve done back in Wolf Canyon, but I 
can promise it will not go well for you if you attempt to separate us.” 


“No need to reach for that pistol, Omega.” James shook his head slightly when Peter’s fingers 
twitched towards his thigh holster. “I set off from Wolf Canyon on the governor’s orders but after 
all this time and everything I’ve seen on the road it would seem that I don’t have any solid leads or 
evidence that would prove that a happily mated couple are the same people who carved a lawless, 
murdering, bloody swatch across the territory in some hell bent revenge streak.” 


“T...see.” Peter said slowly. “So you'll be having a drink and then being on your way?” 


“T think so long as I know for certain that particular couple has no intention of returning North to 
start trouble again, and has no intention of starting trouble wherever they currently are?” Rhodey 
raised his eyebrows pointedly. “I suppose I'll be having a drink and then going on my way.” 


“T think so long as no one comes knocking with the intention of hurting us, you have nothing to 
worry about.” the Omega returned the Marshal’s determined look with one of his own. “So I'd 
love to pay for your drink and see you on your way.” 


“I'd appreciate it.”” Rhodey raised his glass in a silent cheers for the volatile Omega. “You take 
care now, Mr. Wilson.” 


“Marshal Rhodes.” Peter leaned in and lay a solid kiss right on the Alpha’s cheek, purposefully 
leaving behind a bright smear of red lipstick. “Safe travels.” 
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The Omega had a limp these days, a limp and a scar tearing up his calf as a result of an errant shot 
from one of Francis’s henchmen and nasty bullet removal Peter had done himself as soon as they 
were far enough away from Defiance to risk resting. 


Peter had a limp and Wade couldn’t straighten up all the way without first bracing himself for the 
lingering ragged pain of his own Defiance given wound, a jagged scar at his ribs and then out his 
back where the bullet had passed through and ripped him to shreds in the process. 


The scars were reminders that they had survived, the residual aches and pains proof that the 
hundreds of miles they’d run trying to find freedom had been worth it, and as Peter brought a drink 
out to his mate, he flattened his hand to the brutal scar at Wade’s ribs and hummed into his Alpha’s 
mouth when Wade pulled him in close. 


“My mate.” he whispered and Wade bit at his bottom lip, rumbling in response, “My mate. Who 
were you talking to inside?” 


“Marshal Rhodes has come all this way searching for the bloodthirsty, horribly violent mated 
couple that tore up the territories this last spring.” Peter sat himself gingerly in the sand and 
reached for one of the fish to clean it. “His search led him from Defiance across the border, 
through the mountains all the way to here, can you believe it?” 


Wade went very still, muscles locking tight as his entire body tensed up. “Pete--” 


“It would seem there isn’t a single witness alive that could tie us to anything that happened.” the 
Omega cut him off, eyes twinkling. “Can you imagine? Can you imagine a pair so desperate to 
keep each other and to find their own freedom that they wouldn’t leave a single witness to snitch 
them out to the authorities?” 


“Marshal came all this way just to tell you he can’t find nobody who knows anything about us?” 


“T’m not sure exactly why Marshal Rhodes came all this way.” Peter slid the thin filet knife 
beneath the skin of the fish and expertly cut the meat away. “I don’t even know if he knew what he 
was going to do when he saw me, but he’s leaving now. Said he only sees a happily mated couple, 
nothing more.” 


The Alpha grunted in relief and agreement, and after a moment Peter asked, “Do you ever want to 
go back, Alpha?” 


“To Wolf Canyon?” 


“To Defiance.” the Omega clarified. “To Crook’s Bridge, to St. Margarets, to any of it. When we 
ran, we took all the gold we could get in a hurry but you said yourself there’s probably a dozen 
more hidden caches all across the territory. Do you ever want to go back and find it?” 


“We don’t need more gold mate, we have all the gold we need for whatever life we want.” Wade 
put the fish down and wiped his hands on the sand before reaching for his Omega again, pushing 
their foreheads together and slipping his fingers into Peter’s hair. “I’m happy here. You happy 
here?” 


“Of course I am.” Peter nudged in for a long kiss. “Of course I’m happy here, you’ ve given me 
everything I asked for, even a boat. But--” 


“But nothing, Pete. I don’t need anything else than what I’ve already got.” Wade pressed another 
kiss to Peter’s lips, another and another until his Omega was purring sweetly. “I spent so damn 
long pretendin’ I was alright bein’ without you and I’m all done pretending. I’ve got you, s’all I 
care about.” 


The Alpha pulled away only long enough to stare down into Peter’s dark eyes, breath audibly 
hitching at the swirl of molten mated gold that lit brilliant then disappeared after a few blinks. 


“Yeah, baby boy.” he whispered hoarsely. “I never wanna go back, never wanna give up this life 
with you. You’ve given me all the gold I'll ever need.” 
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Fic Notes: 


Peter's eyes finally going gold after all these years and everything they've been through and how 
he thought he'd never love/be loved enough to blink gold at an Alpha? EXCELLENT. 


Rhodey tracking them down all these months and seeing the two just living peaceful and happy 
after all their trauma and heartbreak and deciding to let them be? I'm not saying it's the lawful 
decision, but I am saying Rhodey is my hero. 


Cheers to all of you who started the Wolf Canyon verse way back a year and a half ago with LAL 
and stuck around for the almost 350k words to get to the end of this story! Thanks for all the great 
comments and thanks for reading! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


